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4% of all people are born with abnormal abilities 


Most live under the poverty line 


They make up 60% of all arrests... 



EXT. LINCOLN CITY SKYLINE 


DAWN 


We HEAR THE DEEP THRUM OF AN ENGINE as, from a distance, we 
see SKYSCRAPERS rise through a layer of haze that rests like 
a blanket over this expansive metropolis. 

Is it Detroit? Chicago? Los Angeles? It could be any city. 

We're just taking it all in when a DRONE the size of a prop 
plane flies into the foreground. 

DRONE OPERATOR (O.S.) 

D109, half-click from target. 

DRONE POV: Now we see what's below us - AN ENTIRE INDUSTRIAL 
DISTRICT that's been abandoned and has fallen into disrepair. 

Tracking markers are locked on to a tenement complex with 
boarded up windows. 


EXT. LOW INCOME APARTMENT - DAY 

The drone DROPS TWO HUMANOID ROBOTS (GUARDIANS), who land 
just as a BEARCAT and POLICE SUV arrives. 

SIX SWAT OFFICERS jump out of the back— 

In lead - following close behind a Guardian is OFFICER PARK 
(40) - focused and calm in a way only experience can describe 
- and OFFICER DAVIS (30s) - hungry and abrasive . Both carry 
assault rifles and wear protective vests. 

The Guardian leads as the human officers rush towards the 
front door— 


INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 

A 7-YEAR-OLD child plays with his MOTHER (30s) in the 
hallway. The CHILD is levitating a small tennis ball, 
giggling— 

From down the hall, the SWAT team appear. The mother looks— 

PARK 

Clear the hall! 

The MOTHER grabs the child, who drops the ball and begins 
CRYING at the sight of the Guardian— running away— 

The SWAT continues down the hall, and an OLD MAN opens his 
door to see what the commotion is. Davis passes by. 
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DAVIS 

(looking back) 

Control the door! 

A SWAT GUY pushes the OLD MAN back in his unit— 

They arrive at a door. Unit 106. 

The Guardian's hand readies in front of the door-- BOOM! It 
punches the door down— 


INT. APARTMENT UNIT 106 - CONTINUOUS 

A WOMAN screams, ducking onto the couch where another WOMAN 
is passed out from drug usage— 

PARK 

Down! Down! 

The Guardian steps into the room. Davis - overzealous - 
rushes in past Park— 

A DRUG DEALER appears from the hallway and throws a large 
barbell WEIGHT (50 lbs) like a discus, hitting the GUARDIAN. 

Park gets out of the way as the Guardian is thrown back into 
Davis. 

BANG! His gun discharges, hitting the television. 

The Drug Dealer runs towards the bedroom— Park rushes 
forward to catch him— 


INT. BEDROOM - APARTMENT UNIT 106 - CONTINUOUS 

The Dealer pulls the bars out from the window, trying to get 
out— 


PARK 

Don't! 

The Dealer stops. Looks at Park. Angry. He sees the gun 
pointed at him, then considers the window- 

PARK 

Place is surrounded by Guardians. 


A tense beat. 
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PARK 

You won't get a foot out that 
window before they drop the fuck 
outta you. 

The Dealer acknowledges and puts his hands up, dropping to 
his knees with his back facing Park. 

Park reaches behind him and grabs a pair of heavy-duty 
handcuffs, reinforced metal. 

He cuffs the drug dealer as Davis enters. 

PARK 

You good? 

Davis spits blood and glares at the Dealer. 

DAVIS 

You should've let him get his head 
blown off outside— 

SWAT OFFICER (O.S.) 

Got a room! 

Park and Davis go out into the hall to see that the SWAT has 
uncovered a HOLE that leads into another room. 

Inside, cramped, are EIGHT DEATHLY-ILL PEOPLE in shitty 
makeshift chairs. 

DAVIS 

(calling out) 

We got psychics in here! 

PARK 

(into radio) 

Requesting medical to 18 Park Lawn. 

Unit 105. 

They each have tubes attached to the back of their necks via 
syringes. It drips a milky white liquid into a bag. 

They're all alive, but vegetative. Greasy hair. Stoned faced. 

Park COUGHS at the smell, putting his hand over his nose. 

PARK 

Christ. 

Davis looks in the corner where two METALLIC CASES SIT. He 
opens them both. 
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DAVIS 

That's what the fuck I'm talkin' 
about. 

They're all filled with IV bags filled with milky white 
fluid. It's thick. There are traces of blood in each - the 
difficulties of a biological process. 

DAVIS 

Gotta be a couple million bucks 
worth of psyke here. 

Davis shuts the case. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - BUNGALOW - DAWN 

A hand gently rocks MARY (50s), sleeping on a sunken sofa and 
still wearing her grocery store uniform from the night 
before. Even asleep we can sense that Mary is strong. 
Resolute. She's been dealt a shitty hand but she's still 
sitting at the table. And she's all in. Always. 

CONNOR (0.S.) 

Mom. 

Mary stirs and her eyes start to open. 

Standing above her is her son, CONNOR (23). Just like his 
mother, Connor is tough. He's had to be tough. 

Mary gives a sleepy smile. 

CONNOR 

You're still wearing your uniform 
from last night. 

She looks down, sees her outfit and, just like she always 
does, makes the best of it. 

MARY 

Then I guess I'm all ready to go. 

Connor chuckles at the sad truth of it. 


INT. BATHROOM - BUNGALOW - SAME 

Mary stares at herself in the bathroom mirror. 

It's easy to see that, at one point, she must have turned 
heads. Even now, she has a natural beauty and confidence 
that are undeniably attractive. 
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But she's tired. Weary. And she knows it. 

ANGLE ON: Mary's hand turning the faucet towards HOT. Her 
fingers are marked with black spots and dead skin. 

She places her hands under the warm water. STEAM rises off 
them. Temporary relief. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - BUNGALOW - SHORTLY LATER 

Connor's at the dining room table biting into some toast. A 
second plate's been set for Mary. 

He's sorting through a mess of BILLS and PAMPHLETS. We 
glimpse words like "PAST DUE" and "FINAL NOTICE". 

IN THE BACKGROUND, ON TV: A NEWS REPORT. 

REPORTER 

The Lincoln City Police Department 
continues its assault on psyke 
operations throughout the 
metropolitan area. 

The FOOTAGE CUTS TO an ambulance crew pushing a gurney out of 
the low income housing... a psychic is strapped in, staring 
off blankly. 


REPORTER (O.S.) 

Last night, they conducted twelve 
separate raids on various locations 
which, according to the police, 
yielded close to ten million 
dollars in the drug. 

Connor looks up- 

ON TV: CPT. MILLTOWN holds a press conference. In front of 
him is a table full of vials of WHITE FLUID. Guns. And MONEY. 

CPT. MILLTOWN 

We're choking the drug gangs that 
have turned into veritable 
corporations thanks to their sales 
of this drug. 

Connor's eyes remain locked on the television. 

CPT. MILLTOWN 

It's critical to mention that this 
is a multi-pronged effort that 
focuses on both enforcement and 
prevention. 

(MORE) 
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CPT. MILLTOWN (cont'd) 

We're not only targeting the drug 
itself but also the source of psyke 
- people with powers of the mind, 
or psychics who have had their 
spinal fluid tapped and manipulated 
to create the narcotic. Thus far, 
we have successfully re-located 
over two hundred Psychics to 
treatment centers outside the city 
where they are not only out of 
harm's way but also are receiving 
basic skills that will allow them 
to be productive members of our 
community upon their return. 

BACK TO SCENE — Mary walks in with a bright smile, always 

positive in front of Connor. 

Seeing her, Connor quickly shuffles the papers into a pile, 

trying to hide them, but she sees them. 

She sees everything. 

She walks over to fix his crooked tie. 

MARY 

What vegetable best describes you 
and why? 

He sighs. Not in the mood. 

CONNOR 

I haven't even finished my 
breakfast. 

But Mary's nothing if not relentless. 

MARY 

It's a common interview question, 

Connor. If you were a vegetable , 
what vegetable would you be and 
why? 

Connor shakes his head in frustration and disbelief, but he 

can't help but smile. He loves his mom more than anything. 

She is his world. 


CONNOR 

You're really gonna make me answer 
this. 


Hell yeah. 
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MARY 

Vegetable. Let's hear it. 

Connor takes a beat and then... 

CONNOR 

Tomato. 

Mary raises an eyebrow. 

MARY 

Interesting. Why? 

CONNOR 

Because it's a fruit and a 
vegetable, so I'm, like, diverse. 

I can do different things. 

Mary laughs. 

MARY 

You're a clown. 

Connor laughs too. 

MARY 

But I gotta admit: That's pretty 
good. 

Mary's praise means everything to Connor, and we can see it 
on his face. 


CONNOR 

How would you have answered it? 
MARY 

Onion. 

CONNOR 

Onion. 

MARY 

Because it has so many layers and 
so do I. 

Damn. Now that shit is good. 

CONNOR 

They should hire you because 
there's no way I can compete with 
that. 


As Mary finishes tying Connor's tie... 
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MARY 

You're gonna do great. 

Mary is an eternal optimist. 

MARY 

I have a good feeling about this 
one. I really do. 

She notice him looking at her hands. 

CONNOR 

(re: her hands) 

They look worse, Mom. 

She walks over to the refrigerator. 

MARY 

They're fine. 

They both know that this is bullshit. 

CONNOR 

You need treatment. 

MARY 

I'm fine. 

Now Connor gets pissed. 

CONNOR 

Stop saying that. You're not fine. 
We're not fine. 

He picks up the bills. 

CONNOR 

You need a doctor that we can't 
afford. We live in a house that we 
can't pay for. We have a busted 
truck that's about to be repo'd. 

Connor gives voice to his greatest fear... 

CONNOR 

You're sick. Mom. You need help. 

I mean, if you weren't here... 

Mary doesn't even let him finish that sentence. 

MARY 

I'm not going anywhere. 


She walks over, kisses him on the forehead and holds him. 
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MARY 

I promise you that. 

OFF MARY, knowing that's a promise she may not be able to 
keep. . . 


INT. SHIPPING CENTER LOBBY - DAY 

A bunch of MEN AND WOMEN, OF ALL AGES, sit in dusty chairs, 
filling out job applications. Connor's among them. 

We're CLOSE ON THE FORM as he gets to the following question: 
Are you power enabled? 

There's a box for 'YES' and 'NO'. 

RECEPTIONIST 
Connor Reed? 

CONNOR 
(looks up) 

Yup. 

Connor quickly checks the box YES. 


INT. INTERVIEW ROOM - SHIPPING CENTER - SHORTLY LATER 

Connor sits across from a mid-level OPERATIONS MANAGER who's 
looking at his application form. 

There's a circle around the question of power in red pen. 

CONNOR 

I'm never late. I work hard. I 
can be a great asset to your 
company. 

The man barely looks up at Connor. He made up his mind the 
second he saw the form. 

OPERATIONS MANAGER 
A great asset. Right. 

Connor continues to sell himself. 

CONNOR 

I know I don't have a ton of 
experience but I'm a quick learner. 


Next. 
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OPERATIONS MANAGER 
We appreciate your interest. We'll 
be back to you soon. 

Connor knows it's over, so he makes it plain. 

CONNOR 

Look, it won't be a problem, 
alright? I promise you. 

This gets the Manager's attention. 

OPERATIONS MANAGER 
What won't be a problem? 

CONNOR 

How many power-enabled work here? 

The manager gestures toward the door. 

OPERATIONS MANAGER 
Appreciate your time. 

Connor pulls off his tie as he heads for the exit. 

CONNOR 
Go fuck yourself. 

And with that, he leaves. 


EXT. HOUSE UNDER CONSTRUCTION - MORNING 

Connor's behind the wheel of a rusty Chevy S10. He parks next 
to a house that's under construction. 

Nearby, DAY LABORERS unload planks of wood off a truck. 

He takes a long look at them and then begrudgingly gets out 
of his truck. 


EXT. HOUSE UNDER CONSTRUCTION - SHORTLY LATER 

Connor's now wearing a tank top and steel toe boots. He 
approaches BIG JOE (50s), a rough-around-the-edges foreman. 

BIG JOE 

(to the workers) 

Let's go! We got another load 
cornin' in fifteen. 

CONNOR 

Need another one, Joe? 
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BIG JOE 

Did an hour ago. 

CONNOR 

Come on, man. You can use one 
more. 


BIG JOE 

Life is about timing, Connor. And 
today, yours is shitty. 

Connor gestures toward the Laborers who are dragging ass. 

CONNOR 

You got more lumber coming in 
fifteen and these guys aren't even 
halfway done with what you got 
here. 

He's got a point. 


BIG JOE 

I'm only paying you for half a day. 

CONNOR 
I missed an hour. 

BIG JOE 

Take it or leave it. I'm good 
either way. 

Connor knows he has no other choice. He joins the other 
laborers, grabbing a plank of wood. He walks alongside TRAVIS 
(30 going on 50). 


TRAVIS 

How'd the interview go? 

Connor doesn't even need to answer that question. 

TRAVIS 

They just hate us, man. 

CONNOR 

It's worse than hate, T. To hate 
someone you have to acknowledge 
they exist. To them, we're not 
even here. We don't even matter. 

They pass by a PYRO (person who can generate heat) who is 
cutting through metal piping with his finger like a torch. 
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CONNOR 
(to the Pyro) 

Yo. Take that around back. You'll 
get clocked out here. 

The Pyro ignores him and keeps working... 


INT. HOUSE UNDER CONSTRUCTION - DAY - LATER 

Connor handles some wires with his bare hands, they SPARK as 
he feeds them into the electrical box— 

A POLICE SIREN blasts from outside. Quickly getting louder. 


EXT. HOUSE UNDER CONSTRUCTION - SAME 

A DRONE hovers above the front yard. 

DROVE POV: Tracking markers grab onto the house, the 
vehicles, and anybody standing outside. 

DRONE OPERATOR (O.S.) 

(through loud speaker) 

THIS IS THE LINCOLN CITY POLICE 
DEPARTMENT. OFFICERS ARE ON THEIR 
WAY. DO NOT LEAVE THE VICINITY 
UNTIL ALL CLEARANCES HAVE BEEN 
CHECKED AND VERIFIED. 

From underneath the drone, two humanoid ROBOTS fan out 
vertically. CLING. They detach from the drone, dropping forty 
feet to the ground below. 

Nobody moves. 

Connor comes out of the house, meeting up with Travis. They 
both know the drill. 


CONNOR 

Such bullshit. 

A PATROL CAR pulls up to the house. Two officers get out - 
DIXON (40s) and RAINER (30). 

DIXON 
(into radio) 

10-alpha-20 at 162 Westdale. 


The Pyro looks increasingly nervous as the cops approach. 
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DIXON 
(to Big Joe) 

We got a call about powers being 
used. 


BIG JOE 

That'd be news to me, officer. 

The cops know that he's full of shit. 

RAINER 

Alright. Everyone line up. Chins 
to the sky. 

The laborers begrudgingly look up at the drone, squinting 
against the sun. 

The Pyro shifts uncomfortably and , unlike his colleagues he 
stares down at the ground rather than up at the drone. 

DRONE POV: starting at the far end of the line, tracking 
markers lock on to their faces. A profile of the person 
appears next to it. 


DIXON 

Anyone with ability, pack up your 
shit. You boys are done for the 
day. 


TRAVIS 

Come on, man. We're just trying to 
make some money. 

DIXON 

Get a permit next time. 

The Pyro continues to keep his head down. 

DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 
(through their radios, re: 
the Pyro) 

Can't see the guy at the end. 

Rainer yells to him. 


RAINER 
Asshole! Chin up! 

DRONE POV: As the Pyro reveals his entire face, the markers 
turn red: ACTIVE WARRANT. 

DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 

This one's got a warrant! 
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The cops react instantly-- one hand on their gun, still in 
the holster, the other pointing— 

DIXON 

SIR, I NEED YOU TO TURN AROUND WITH 
YOUR HANDS UP— 

GUARDIAN POV: watching the situation closely. Markers locked 
on the Pyro. 

The Pyro puts his hands up, turning around. 

RAINER 
(approaching) 

Slowly lower your hands behind your 
back— 


As Rainer reaches for the Pyro's wrist, his hand GLOWS red 
and Rainer jumps back, his own hand scorched by the heat. 

The Pyro RUNS. 


CONNOR 

Don't... 

Connor and Travis watch as this imminent tragedy unfolds. 

A Guardian raises its weapon- POP! The Pyro's hit in the 
back and drops. 

Rainer and Dixon rush over to the Pyro, pressing their knees 
into his back while they put him in cuffs. 

As the Pyro groans in pain, his shirt soaking up blood, some 
of the other laborers start to get agitated. 

TRAVIS 

Just shot him like that! 

Laborers start to close in on the cops in protest. 

Dixon, sensing that things are starting to spiral, speaks 
into his radio. 


DIXON 
(into radio) 

10-alpha-20, shots fired! Suspect 
down. Requesting backup 
immediately. 

Increasingly threatening, the laborers surround the police 
officers, shouting. Dixon and Rainer leap up and point their 
guns at the surrounding laborers. 



15 


DIXON 

Back the fuck off! 

SIRENS wail in the distance. 

Travis grabs Connor by the arm and starts to lead him away. 

TRAVIS 
(to Connor) 

Shit's about to get stupid. 

As Connor heads off with Travis, he glances back at the angry 
crowd that continues to circle the cops. 


INT. GROCERY STORE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 

Mary is on her hands and knees picking up pieces of glass. 

The MANAGER - a greasy haired hard ass - is standing over 
her, pointing his finger aggressively. 

On the ground - FROZEN SOLID pasta sauce surrounded by shards 
of glass. Mary's hand is pale blue. 

MANAGER 

It keeps happening. 

MARY 

This is the last time. I promise. 

MANAGER 

Your condition, or whatever the 
hell you call it, is costing me 
money. From here on out, it's 
coming out of your goddamn 
paycheck. 


CONNOR (0.S.) 

Watch your mouth. 

The Manager looks up to see Connor coming at him. 

CONNOR 

Don't talk to my mother that way. 

Mary intervenes. 


MARY 

Connor, go wait outside. 


A bright blue glow lights up in Connor's eyes. 
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CONNOR 

(to the Manager) 

You hear me? 

Mary gets between them. 

MARY 

Connor! Stop . 

The Manager steps back, frightened. 

Connor's eyes settle back to normal. He realizes he went too 
far, but it's too late. The damage has been done. 

MANAGER 

Get out and don't come back. Both 
of you. 


INT. CHEVY S10 - NIGHT - LATER 

Driving home. A cold silence between mother and son. 
Mary folds her fingers into her hand, hiding them. 

MARY 

I can protect myself. 

Connor knows that he fucked up. 

MARY 

Never show who you are. Not to 
anyone. 

But he defends himself nonetheless. 

CONNOR 

It worked — it got him to stop — 
and it's who I am. Why should I 
hide it? 

MARY 

(shakes her head) 

I've heard that before. 

Connor knows exactly who she's talking about. 

CONNOR 

He was my father. Makes sense that 
I sound like him. 
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MARY 

Given where he ended up, doesn't 
make any sense that you'd act like 
him. 

Mary takes her son's hand in her own. 

MARY 

Don't do it again, Connor. For me. 

Connor nods. 

MARY 

Promise me. 

This promise is as empty as the one his mother made to him 
this morning. 

CONNOR 

I promise. 

As if all this wasn't shitty enough... 

CONNOR 

I didn't get the job. 

Mary's crestfallen for her son. 

MARY 

I'm sorry. 

Connor acts like he doesn't care. 

CONNOR 

Doesn't matter. 

But he does. Deeply. 

CONNOR 

I was never gonna get it anyway. 

Off Connor, reaching a breaking point... 


EXT. STRIP MALL - PARKING LOT - DAY 

Connor hangs out with a GROUP OF DAY LABORERS at the back of 
this parking lot. 

One of them listens to a small radio. 

AM RADIO HOST (O.S.) 

(on a radio) 

-Powers are a threat to the public. 

(MORE) 
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AM RADIO HOST (O.S.) (cont'd) 

Plain and simple. So when we talk 
about imposing a complete power 
ban, we're talking about a public 
safety issue— 

Travis checks his watch as he brings a cigarette to his lips. 

The guy beside him flicks his finger creating a FLAME from 

his fingertip. 

A PICK UP TRUCK drives onto the lot, BEEPING ITS HORN. 

CONNOR 

(tapping Travis) 

Here we go. 

Connor and the laborers get up on their feet, hopeful. 

But the truck comes at them fast. The PASSENGER in the truck 

THROWS a FOUNTAIN DRINK out the window at them. 

TRUCK PASSENGER 
Fucking A-noms! 

The laborers all SHOUT back. 

TRAVIS CONNOR 

Fuck you! Come here and say that! 

Connor sits back down on the curb. 

CALLER (O.S.) 

(on radio) 

The ban gives employers the legal 
right to refuse to hire power 
enabled- 


AM RADIO HOST (O.S.) 

(on radio) 

This is about the safety and well¬ 
being of your family and mine. 

Connor's heard enough. He touches the radio, and a SPARK 
jumps off his finger, cutting the power. 

Then, he sees A RED CARGO VAN with a the LOGO of an ELECTRIC 
COMPANY printed on the door pulling into the lot... it drives 
towards the men. 


CONNOR 

(standing up to look) 

The hell's Lincoln Power doing 
here? 

Travis squints to see who's inside as the van gets closer. 
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TRAVIS 

Nah. That's Sutcliffe's crew. 

Travis moves back to the curb. 

Connor looks back to the van as it pulls to a stop by the 
group - behind the wheel is GARRETT (30s), ruggedly handsome, 
arrogant. Garrett's the best at what he does. Just ask him. 

Next to him is MADDY (20s). Scrappy and resourceful, Maddy's 
only allegiance is to herself. 

Cigarette dangling from his mouth, Garrett sizes up the men. 

GARRETT 

I need an electric. 

Connor looks at Garrett, doesn't say anything. 

LABOURER 
Right here. 

GARRETT 

At least a class two. 

The labourer sits back down. An OLD MAN man approaches. 

Nope. 


GARRETT 

Way too old, buddy. Take a seat. 

Anyone else? 

Crickets. 

GARRETT 

Nobody wants to get paid today? 

Connor steps up. 

CONNOR 
I'm an electric. 

Travis grabs Connor's arm, trying to get him to stay back, 
but Connor steps forward, brushing it off. 

Garrett takes a long drag of his smoke as he looks Connor 
over. 


CONNOR 

I need two hundred up front, 
though. 

Garrett actually laughs out loud at Connor's balls. 
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GARRETT 
Is that right? 

From inside the van. 


MADDY (0.S.) 

Fuck this guy. 

But Garrett holds his stare - he's impressed. And then he 
pulls out his wallet— 

GARRETT 

Alright then, sparky. Two hundred 
up front it is. 

He hands Connor the cash. Connor gives it a quick count, then 
pockets it. 


GARRETT 

Get in. 

The cargo door is opened from the inside by a man sitting in 
the back seat - FREDDIE (20s) - he eyes Connor coldly as he 
gets in, distrustful. 

Connor slides the door closed and the van drives off... 


INT. CARGO VAN - DUSK - LATER 


Connor sits in the middle row among his new "colleagues". 

Freddie's over his shoulder, feeling him out. It's a little 
unnerving. 

Connor catches Garrett looking at him in the rearview mirror. 

CONNOR 

Look. I'm not hurting anyone. 

Garrett looks back to the road without answering. 

CONNOR 

I want to be clear about that. 

Maddy yawns. 

MADDY 

No one cares, dude. 

Freddie taps Connor hard on the shoulder, holding out a 
safety vest. 
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CONNOR 

What? 

Freddie insists he take it. Connor gives him a look, the 
fuck's your problem? 


GARRETT 

He's saying put it on. 

CONNOR 

(taking the vest) 

Then say it. 

Garrett snaps back, protective. 

GARRETT 

He can't speak you dick. 

Maddy laughs. 

Connor glances back at Freddie who gives him an sarcastic 
smile. He's not making friends fast in here. 


EXT. STORAGE FACILITY - NIGHT 

A brick building somewhere on the edge of town. The cargo van 
pulls onto the site... 

In the background, a new skyscraper being built by 3D 
PRINTERS - four mechanical arms extending off a crane, slowly 
printing the exterior. 


INT. CARGO VAN - CONTINUOUS 

On Connor, watching curiously as the van comes to a stop in 
front of a large FENCE. Large CHEMICAL DRUMS lined up against 
the building on the other side. 


EXT. STORAGE FACILITY - CONTINUOUS 

Everyone steps out. The group approach the fenced gate, which 
hums loudly. A warning for people to stay well clear. 

Garrett turns to Connor. 

GARRETT 

You gotta hop it and trip the 
breaker on the other side. 

Connor looks up at the gate, wiring wrapped all around it. 
Hints of electricity dart between the metal. 



22 


The three stare at him, waiting. 

GARRETT 

We're on a clock here. Move it. 

Connor slowly approaches. He reaches out towards the gate. 

Before his hand even makes contact, a bolt shoots out from 
the links, zapping Connor. 

He flinches and pulls back, shaking his tingling hand. 

CONNOR 

They aren't messing around. 

Maddy chuckles. 

GARRETT 

A class two like you should be able 
to scale this shit like it's an 
apple tree in your backyard. 

Connor, annoyed, turns back to the gate. 

CONNOR 

No apple tree in my backyard. 

Focused, Connor reaches towards the gate again with both 
hands. Grips it. Electricity begins to shoot out not just 
from the gate, but him as well. 

A STRIKE nearly hits Maddy. 

MADDY 
(flinching) 

Goddamn! This kid's gonna blow us 
all up! 

Maddy shakes her head as she takes cover. 

Garrett watches carefully, intrigued. As if he knows that 
Connor is trying something. 

Connor takes a deep breath, focusing. Connor tenses his jaw, 
gritting his teeth. 

And with a SNAP— the fence is overloaded and shuts down. The 
humming dissipates. 

Connor steps back and takes deep breaths, as if he just 
sprinted for half a kilometer. Sweat drops from his forehead. 
His hands smoke and the edges of his shirt are singed. 
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Freddie reaches out and touches the gate. He makes a sign, 
it's dead. 

MADDY 

Shit. He actually surged it. 

Garrett looks to Connor. 

GARRETT 

(knowing) 

Class two huh? Look more like a 
four to me. 

Connor shrugs. 

In a series of fast cuts, we see: 

- Maddy lifts a hand and burns through the lock on the gate. 

- Freddie pulls the gate open... 

- The van drives through 

- The back of the van is opened 

- Connor tries to lift a chemical drum, but it's super heavy. 
Freddie shoves Connor aside— 

He lifts it easily and loads them all into the van. 

They finish up. Connor is about to close the door into the 
vehicle when a FLASHLIGHT suddenly illuminates the group. 

Nobody moves. A SECURITY GUARD (50-60, mustached and a touch 
frail) stands a few feet away. 

SECURITY GUARD 

What the hell do you think you're 
doing? 

GARRETT 

Your fence went out. We got called 
in to fix it. 

The Security Guard eyes their vests. 

SECURITY GUARD 

I'm gonna need to see some IDs. 

GARRETT 

Of course. 

(steps forward) 

They're in the van. 
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SECURITY GUARD 
Just wait right there. 

(into radio) 

Can I get a hand over at-- 

Garrett gestures to the radio— it suddenly flies through the 
air, landing at Freddie's feet. 

RADIO VOICE (O.S.) 

Can you repeat that?— 

Freddie picks up the radio and crushes it in his hand. Then 
steps to the Guard... 


SECURITY GUARD 

Look, they don't pay me enough for 
this shit. Take whatever you want. 

Freddie stops. Then looks back to Garrett. 

Garrett's eyeline turns to the dumpster. 

GARRETT 
Put him in. 

The security guard, afraid, moves towards the dumpster and 
tries to hop in. It's not easy. So Freddie just grabs his 
belt and helps him over. 

Freddie closes the lid, then bends a metal rod through the 
lock. 

Garrett, Freddie, and Maddy head to the van- 

Off Connor's concerned look— 

GARRETT 
He'll be fine. 

Connor considers the dumpster again. 

GARRETT 
We gotta go. Now. 

Connor gets in the van. It speeds out of the lot... 


EXT. SUBURBS - NIGHT (DRONE POV) 

Hovering high over houses. 

DISPATCH (O.S.) 

D112 . 
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DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 

112. Go ahead. 

DISPATCH (O.S.) 

Report of break-in. A red cargo van 
was spotted leaving the scene, 
heading westbound on Mutual street. 
Possible Code 8. 

The drone changes its course. 

DRONE OPERATOR (O.S.) 

Copy that. 112 en route. 


INT. CARGO VAN - NIGHT - SHORTLY LATER 

Garrett's driving the speed limit, trying not to raise 
suspicion. Connor glances back and sees what they've stolen. 

CONNOR 

You guys mixing psyke with all this 
shit? 

Garrett looks at Connor off the rearview. 

GARRETT 

You're not as dumb as you look. 

CONNOR 

Just pay me out and drop me off. 

(a beat) 

1 1 m serious. 

Freddie puts his bear-like hand on Connor's shoulder, gently 
forcing him to settle into the chair. 

Connor gets the message and sits back... 


EXT. STREET - UNDERPASS - NIGHT 

The cargo van pulls to the side of the road under a bridge. 

Garrett, Freddie, and Maddy quickly hop out. Confused, Connor 
goes to get out but Freddie shuts the door in his face, 
keeping him in the van. 

Freddie then joins Garrett and Maddy in PEELING OFF THE RED 
VINYL COATING on the van - the hood, the door, the side 
panels - revealing a WHITE PAINT JOB UNDERNEATH. 


CUT TO: 
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DRONE POV: sailing towards overpass... it catches the cargo 
van, now completely white , emerging out the other side. 

DRONE OPERATOR (O.S.) 

Got a cargo van going down Liberty. 

The HUD scans the vehicle... then reads: NO MATCH. 

DRONE OPERATOR (O.S.) (cont'd) 

No match. Moving on. 


INT. AUTO SHOP - NIGHT 

This auto shop is the only business on this once bustling 
block that's not abandoned. 

The van pulls into an open garage. Connor and the crew get 
out. 

A MECHANIC gets to work on the van, changing the rear plate. 

Garrett walks up to an imposing figure of a human being - 
completely bald with hardened, cracked skin covered in 
calluses. Scary to look at. This is RHINO. 

Garrett gestures to the back of the van. 

GARRETT 

We got it. 

Rhino nods. 


GARRETT 

Where's Marcus ? 

Rhino nods for Garrett to follow. Garrett snaps at his crew 
to come with... 

They head to a door inside the shop that leads down a narrow 
set of wooden steps, which leads them into-- 


INT. TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS 

Rhino leads the crew through a tunnel. Concrete. 

Connor's lost in all this. He looks to Garrett for some kind 
of assurance but gets none. 
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INT. STRIP CLUB - NIGHT 

A smoky place mixed with creepy regulars and hard looking 
criminals. Not the sketchiest spot in town but pretty close. 

In the background, a STRIPPER spins on a pole seductively. 
CHEERS AND HOLLERS from the scattered crowd. 

IN THE VIP AREA - NIA (20s) sits at a dark table, staring 
blankly with glossy eyes. Her mind is somewhere else, which 
is exactly where she'd rather be. And when you meet the 
people around her, you'll understand why: 

MARCUS SUTCLIFFE. Covered in tats and sporting various scars 
across his face and arms. He owns the place. Among other 
things. 

Across from him - a man in a suit, WESLEY CUMBO, sucking on 
ice cubes from a glass of whiskey. He's cold in a way that 
makes his insides appear dead. 

And next to Cumbo - a girl with a shaved head and dark eyes. 
She's staring daggers at Sutcliffe, unblinking, her head 
slightly tilted like a snake. Let's call her COPPERHEAD. 

CUMBO 

(spits an ice cube back in 
his drink) 

-The Trust invested a lot of money 
in your operation. And with that 
investment comes the expectation of 
a return. 


SUTCLIFFE 

You've seen the news. 

Sutcliffe body shakes as he coughs. 

SUTCLIFFE 

My farm in Riverton got raided two 
days ago. Cops grabbed up all my 
shit. Took eight of my kicks. And 
the drip. All of it. 

Nia, who hasn't said a word, lifts a vial of a milky liquid 
and places a drop in her eye. 

CUMBO 
(re: Nia) 

Doesn't seem like her supply is 
hurting. Perhaps you should rethink 
your priorities... 
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Copperhead gives a threatening smile to Sutcliffe. It makes 
him uncomfortable. 


SUTCLIFFE 

Look, if I can't make psyke, I 
can't sell psyke. And If I can't 
sell psyke, I can't pay you— 

CUMBO 

You read minds, correct?... 

(re: Copperhead) 

Read theirs. Tell me what they're 
thinking. 

Sutcliffe meets eyes with Copperhead. Whatever he sees, it's 
not good. He looks off— 

CUMBO 

Tell me. 

Cumbo nods, insisting. 

SUTCLIFFE 

She's looking at different ways to 
cut open my throat. 

(looks at Copperhead) 

Remember where the fuck you are 
sweetheart. 

Copperhead smiles larger, unblinking. 

CUMBO 

So you do appreciate the importance 
of delivering payment in the time 
and manner we agreed upon? 

Sutcliffe nods through gritted teeth. 

CUMBO 

Good. 

Cumbo gets up. His leg bumps the table, spilling his drink. 
He couldn't give a fuck. 

CUMBO 

Because if you can not adhere to 
our agreement, we will be forced to 
make... alternate plans for 
ourselves. And for you. 


And with that, they're done. Cumbo and Copperhead leave the 
VIP area. As they exit, they pass by Garrett, Connor, Maddy, 
Freddie, and Rhino, who have just emerged from the tunnel. 
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As they approach Sutcliffe, Garrett glances back at Cumbo and 
Copperhead. He knows that they're bad news. 

GARRETT 
(to Sutcliffe) 

Got us enough hydro to mix psyke 
for a year. 

Sutcliffe stares off... silent and rattled. His eyes fall on 
Connor. 


SUTCLIFFE 
Who's the kid? 

Garrett does the introductions. 

GARRETT 

Connor, this is Marcus Sutcliffe. 

Sutcliffe shakes Connor's hand, holding it longer than usual 
as his eyes bore deep into Connor, causing him discomfort . 

SUTCLIFFE 

Angry. 

Connor breaks eye contact, realizing what he's doing. 

SUTCLIFFE 
Anger's useful. 

Sutcliffe turns to Nia, snapping to get her attention. 

SUTCLIFFE 

Nia. Go show the new guy around. 

(to Garrett) 

We need to talk. 

That means alone. 

Nia gladly gets up and leaves the area. Connor's cue to 
follow. Maddy bumps Freddie to follow her to the bar. 

We STAY WITH GARRETT AND SUTCLIFFE. 

SUTCLIFFE 

I can't pay you. Not right now. 

This doesn't sit well with Garrett. 

GARRETT 

I got three drums in the back of my 
van— 
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SUTCLIFFE 

And all that would be great if I 
had any kicks to tap. The city's 
dry. The cops aren't just hittin' 
our spots, they're rounding up all 
the livestock and putting 'em out 
in those fuckin' camps. 

(beat) 

Head office is done waiting. We 
need money to keep the wolves at 
bay. 


GARRETT 

Don't they see us getting squeezed. 
SUTCLIFFE 

They don't give a shit, Garrett. 
They gave us a whole lot of money 
and they want a return on that 
investment. 

GARRETT 

This shit goes in cycles. The cops 
are pressin' hard on us right now. 
They'll ease up soon. 

SUTCLIFFE 

You're not hearing me so let me be 
perfectly clear - these aren't 
patient people. They don't give a 
shit about cycles. If we don't get 
them something soon, they're gonna 
come callin'. 

Sutcliffe looks Garrett DEAD IN THE EYE. 

SUTCLIFFE 

And not just for me. Do you 
understand? 

Garrett takes a moment to process all this. 

GARRETT 

How much money are we talking 
about? Couple smash and grabs? 

SUTCLIFFE 

Not enough. We're way deeper in 
the hole than that. 

(a beat) 

This electric of yours. He any 
good? 
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GARRETT 

Stronger than he knows• Gotta work 
him, though. 

SUTCLIFFE 

Get on it. I have a lead on 
something real. You do this for me, 
you'll be back to where you were. 

GARRETT 
And more... 

Sutcliffe eyes Garrett. 

SUTCLIFFE 

And more. 

Sutcliffe starts to break out into a COUGHING FIT... 

SUTCLIFFE 
(to Rhino) 

Get her back here. 


INT. STRIP CLUB - BACK ROOM - SAME 

Connor follows Nia through the crowded bar. It's loud. The 
Bartender's busy slinging drinks for thirsty degenerates. 

Nia goes back there herself, grabbing a bottle off the shelf 
like she was in her own home. 

NIA 

What do you want? 

She doesn't even look at him. To her, he's just another 
scumbag thug. 


CONNOR 
Nothing. Thanks. 

Nia lets out a short cough , but quickly holds it back. 

NIA 

You sure? It's on Marcus - Booze. 

Girls. Psyke. 

CONNOR 

Yeah I'm good. I'm just passing 
through. 


NIA 

Passing through ... Right. 
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CONNOR 
(defensive) 

I'm fine. 

NIA 

Okay man. You're fine. 

Annoyed, Connor glances back at Garrett and Sutcliffe, 
looking to get out of here. 

Nia looks Connor up and down, judging him. Realizing- 

NIA 

You're not one of Marcus's regular 
guys. 

CONNOR 

No. What about you? What do you 
do here? 

NIA 

I ask myself that question every 
minute of every day. 

Rhino walks over. 

RHINO 

He needs you. 

Nia nods. Connor sees the instant change in her demeanor. 
She downs her drink, then turns back to Connor. 

NIA 

Make sure you get paid right. 

RHINO 

He needs you now. 

NIA 

Don't let Marcus play you like he 
does everyone else-- 

Rhino grabs Nia by the arm. Connor watches her get pulled 
away... 

INT. STRIP CLUB - SHORTLY LATER 

Garrett gets up to leave Sutcliffe as Rhino brings Nia back 
over. Nia keeps her head down, submissive around these men. 

She trips on the step on her way up. 



33 


SUTCLIFFE 

You're taking too much of that 
shit. 

NIA 

(to herself) 

Gets me through the day. 

He turns back to Garrett. Puts his hand on his shoulder. 

SUTCLIFFE 

Don't forget where you came from. 

Garrett waves over to Connor, Maddy, and Freddy. Time to go. 


EXT. STRIP CLUB ENTRANCE - NIGHT - SHORTLY LATER 

Garrett's first out of the club. Stress wearing on him. 
Connor, Freddie, and Maddy come out behind him. 

CONNOR 

What's up with that Nia girl? 

GARRETT 
She's with Marcus. 

CONNOR 
Like with with?— 

GARRETT 

Some questions are better not 
asked. 

MADDY 

What 1 d Marcus say? 

Off Garrett, exhaling smoke... 


EXT. STRIP MALL/INT. CARGO VAN - NIGHT - LATER 

Garrett pulls the cargo van to a stop next to Connor's truck. 

He's still smoking, anxious. His conversation with Marcus has 
freaked him the fuck out. 

CONNOR 

That was Marcus Sutcliffe. 
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GARRETT 

One and the same. You met the 
criminal mastermind and lived to 
talk about it. Now go run and tell 
your friends. 

Before Connor gets out- 

GARRETT 

Look, there's other shit I could 
use you on. Shit that'll pay a lot 
more than what we grabbed tonight. 
Your... 

He searches for the right word. 

GARRETT 

Expertise could come in real handy. 
Connor's not feelin' it. 

CONNOR 

This was kind of a one time thing 
for me. 


MADDY 

Was for me too. Until I started 
makin' that money. 

Garrett hands Connor another wad of cash. 

GARRETT 

That's another three hundred. You 
want to make more, we'll see you 
tomorrow. 

Connor exits. 


GARRETT 

Don't waste your talent. You could 
be something. 

Garrett drives out of the lot, leaving Connor behind. 
No one's ever told him he's talented before. 


INT. CONNOR'S BEDROOM - BUNGALOW - NIGHT 

Connor walks into his bedroom, drops his bag on the floor and 
puts the five hundred dollars he made on the table. 
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He sits on the edge of his twin-sized bed and looks at the 
edges of his sleeves - they're all frayed and burnt. 
Electrical patterns left on his hands and wrists-- 

MARY (0.S . ) 

You're just getting in? 

Connor looks up, startled to see Mary there. 

CONNOR 

Got picked up late for a job. 

Mary is smart enough to be skeptical. 

MARY 

I didn't know you were working. 

CONNOR 

Construction. Project's way behind 
so the pay's good. 

He shows her the money on the table. 

MARY 

Wow. 

Mary's suspicious but she trusts her son. 

MARY 

Okay. 

She sits down next to him on the bed. 

MARY 

I went back to the store, begged 
and pleaded and got my old job 
back. 

Connor's not happy to hear that. 

CONNOR 

That guy's a dick. 

MARY 

I need the work. 

She gently touches the back of his neck. 

MARY 

We're gonna be okay, Connor. I 
know it doesn't feel that way right 
now, but it's all going to work 
out. 
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Connor nods and lies. 


CONNOR 

I think you're right. 


INT. BRIEFING ROOM - POLICE HQ - DAY 

A modern space with digital displays covering the walls - 
maps, photos, mugshots. Including SUTCLIFFE . 

CPT. MILLTOWN's addresses the room of officers. Park and 
Davis seated together. 

CPT. MILLTOWN 

By our estimates, Sutcliffe's 
organization is maybe a third of 
the size it was before we started 
kicking down doors... 

The officers listen. 


CPT. MILLTOWN 

He's desperate, so let's use it to 
our advantage. See if we can pick 
up any disgruntled employees. Get 
informants. Intel could come from 
any and all power-related crime. 
Keep an ear out on the street. 
Green and Rodriguez, zone three 
today. Steele and Renard, zone 
seven. Park and Davis, zone six- 
start with the chemical robbery on 
east 5th. Could be related. 


EXT. STORAGE FACILITY - DAY 

A police cruiser is parked out front. 

Davis inspects the fence's generator while Park walks over 
from inside. 


PARK 

No cams but this was definitely 
psyke related. Only took the hydro. 
Two hundred gallons. 

DAVIS 

Sutcliffe's watering down his shit 
that hard, you know he's hurting. 
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PARK 

(nods to the fence) 

What else we got? 

DAVIS 

The guard said he was attacked by a 
TK and a brawn. 

(pointing) 

Pyro cut the fence. Electric fried 
the gennie. 

Park checks out the generator. 

PARK 

To surge a fence like this... Gotta 
be a class three at least. 

Park presses the RESET button on the edge of the generator. 

PARK 

Not many electrics that strong in 
the city. 


DAVIS 

I'11 work up some names. 


EXT. STRIP MALL - DAY 

Connor sitting among the laborers. It's hot out, he's 
sweating through his shirt. He keeps looking at the parking 
lot entrances... 

Just then, a PICK UP TRUCK pulls up— BEEP. BEEP. It's Big 
Joe behind the wheel. 

The men all get up and approach the truck. 

TRAVIS 
(looks back) 

Let's do this. 

Just as Connor gets up and heads for the truck, a BLACK FOUR- 
DOOR SEDAN pulls into the lot, parking near the back. 

Connor stops. He can't make out who's inside the sedan, but 
a hand waves him over from the driver's window. 

Travis watches as Connor heads over to the car. 

Garrett's behind the wheel. Maddy's riding shotgun with 
Freddie in the back. 

Garrett taunts Connor with a stack of cash like a lure. 
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Connor goes to grab it, Garrett pulls it away. 

GARRETT 

You down to put in this work? 

Connor opens the back door to get in-- Freddie's sitting 
there. He doesn't move over. Connor gets the message and goes 
around to the other side. 

OFF TRAVIS, watching sadly as his friend drives away... 


INT. LINCOLN DINER - SAME 

The four of them sit at a booth in front of eggs and bacon. 
Connor doesn't have an appetite, too distracted to eat. 

Freddie looks at him, says in sign, you done with that? 

CONNOR 

I don't understand-- 
GARRETT 

He wants your bacon. 

CONNOR 

Yeah. That's fine— 

Freddie takes the bacon off his plate before he even answers. 
He then grabs the ketchup, smacking the bottom— a huge glob 
of ketchup shoots onto his plate. Maddy bursts out laughing. 

CONNOR 
(impatiently) 

So what's the job? 

Garrett sips some water, dabs his mouth with the napkin, then 
signals for the check. 

GARRETT 

Why is it exactly that you're 
associating with degenerates like 
us? 

Maddy gives Garrett a playful shove. 

MADDY 

Who you calling a degenerate? Fred, 
you hearing this shit? 


Freddie shrugs, keeping to his bacon. 
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CONNOR 
(to Garrett) 

You found me. 

GARRETT 

But you got in the van. Why? 

CONNOR 
(to Garrett) 

I need money. 

GARRETT 

You could've got in that other 
truck just now. Put in a semi- 
honest day's work. 

CONNOR 

They don't pay enough. 

GARRETT 

For what? 

CONNOR 

Doesn't matter. 

GARRETT 
Does to me. 

A beat as Garrett looks at him, prying for more. 

GARRETT 

I need to know who I'm working 
with. 

Connor sizes up Garrett. He would never say it out loud but 
he likes him. Admires him. Garrett is a guy living his life 
on his own terms and Connor respects him for that. 

CONNOR 

My mom's sick. 

Garrett nods. That's good enough for him. 

GARRETT 

Alright then... let's clock you in. 

See what you can do. 

Garrett slides out of the booth, waving Connor to follow. 

Maddy and Freddie stay behind. Freddie taps Connor's arm as 
he's sliding out and signs, don't fuck up. 
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GARRETT 
(with a smile) 
He says good luck. 


EXT. ABANDONED FACTORY - DAY 

An industrial wilderness on the outskirts of town. 

Banksy-style graffiti painted across brick - a robot 
triumphantly crushing a hard hat under its foot. 


INT. ABANDONED FACTORY - DAY 

A heavy loading door slides open. Garrett steps forward, 
Connor right behind him. 

A cavernous space. Swirls of dust illuminated by cracks of 
sunlight. 

As Garrett looks around, we can sense him getting wistful. 
Something about this place stirs up memories for him. 
Recollections of a time and place long past. 

GARRETT 

We were great once. 

He looks over at Connor. 

GARRETT 

You know that, right? 

Connor knows when to listen. 

GARRETT 

My father and grandfather worked 
right here. Forty years, shift 
after shift, grinding out steel 
that built this city. 

He looks around. 


GARRETT 

That's what we did. We built shit. 
With our bare fuckin' hands. 

Garrett kicks an old can across the space. 

GARRETT 

Once machines could do it better, 
they turned on us. All of a sudden, 
that same shit that made us great, 
made us scary. Made us wrong. 
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He looks up at the roof that's partially caved-in. 

GARRETT 

And now here we are. Just like 
this old, busted-up factory. 

Thrown away, forgotten, useless. 

Truth is after a while you actually 
start to believe that shit about 
yourself. That's how sick we are. 

We actually start to think about 
ourselves like they do. We've 
forgotten who we are, Connor. 

Forgotten what we can do. 

Garrett looks down to a box of lightbulbs. 

GARRETT 

But right now is when you start 
reclaiming yourself. Right here is 
where you start taking back your 
own greatness. 

He lifts a lightbulb out of the box and hands it to Connor. 

GARRETT 
Light this. 

Connor stares at the bulb in his hand. His eyes begin to turn 
slightly bluish white. 

The bulb begins to light up. The filament flickering 
inconsistently. 

Connor focuses harder, trying to steady the light. And then— 
with a flash-- the filament burns out. 

Connor's chest drops as he tries to catch his breath. 

GARRETT 

Power without control is weakness. 


EXT/INT. PATROL CAR - DAY 

Park and Davis watch the monitor. 

As Davis starts typing on the cruiser's keyboard he 
windshield turns into a translucent digital display. A MAP on 
one side, data on the other. 

DAVIS 

Alright, every registered electric 
within the city limits. 
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5,052 ELECTRICS. Dots all over the map. 

DAVIS 

If we narrow it down to class 
threes with a record. 

The number changes to 78. 

DAVIS 

Seventy-eight. 

PARK 

Show me class fours. 


24. 


Fives. 


PARK 


Davis double-takes. 


DAVIS 

Class fives? 

PARK 

Guys in forensics opened up the 
gennie. Parts of it were 
incinerated. Straight-up vaporized. 
That's class five work. 

Davis still isn't buying it. 

DAVIS 

There are only three class fives in 
the whole city: Two of 'em are 
locked up, one of 'em is about to 
go on trial and none of 'em are 
electrics. 

Park's not so sure. 


PARK 

You don't have to register until 
you're nineteen. Maybe someone came 
on line when we weren't looking. 

Davis does the search. Class fives. 

4 . 


Shit. 


DAVIS 
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PARK 

Player four has entered the game. 

Who is he? 

Davis hits a few keys on their computer and... Connor's 
picture pops up. 

DAVIS 

Connor Reed. 

They both look at him. 

PARK 

No record. 

Park studies Connor's face. 

DAVIS 

Drive-by? 

Park nods. 

PARK 

Why not? 


INT. ABANDONED FACTORY - DAY 

Connor's focused on a lightbulb, fully lit in his hand, 
straining to keep the glow steady. It's working. 

GARRETT 

Marcus opened up my eyes to what 
I'm capable of. Showed me what I'm 
worth. If they won't give us what 
we deserve, we gotta take that 
shit. 

Garrett suddenly pulls the bulb out of Connor's hand letting 
it float in mid air. He circles it around, moving it 
randomly. 


GARRETT 

Now light it.. . 

CONNOR 

How? 

GARRETT 
Remote surge. 


Connor scoffs. No chance. 
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GARRETT 

Lightning can strike from ten miles 
out. You can hit a bulb from ten 
feet. 

Connor starts to focus. Static coursing through his veins. 
Coils of electricity build between his fingers. 

The bulb stays unlit, no matter how hard he strains. 

GARRETT 

Breathe! 

Connor doesn't, he's all clenched up. Angry. 

GARRETT 

Lot of rage in there. Can't use it 
if it blinds you. 

Connor stops, frustrated, trying to catch his breath. 
Garrett returns the bulb to his own hand. 

GARRETT 

Our powers are guided by vision not 
sight. If you can't see, you can't 
access your real strength. 

Off Connor, taking it in... 


INT. LIVING ROOM - BUNGALOW - NIGHT 

Connor quietly walks through the front door. The only light 
from the flickering TV. 

Mary's asleep on the couch. Still in her work uniform. Her 
fingers are RIGID from being so cold. 

ON TV: PEOPLE MARCHING IN THE STREET IN PROTEST. The Marchers 
carry signs protesting the power ban: "STOP THE BAN", 
"STRONGER WITH POWER". A barrier separates COUNTER 
PROTESTORS. Their signs read "POWERS = VIOLENCE", "SAFETY 
OVER POWER". A heated exchange in both directions. 

MARCHERS 
(on TV) 

VOTE NO! 

(clap clap) 

VOTE NO! 

Connor turns off the TV. 

Mary cracks open her eyes, waking up. 
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MARY 

I meant to make us dinner and then 
I laid down and— 

She tries to get up but Connor stops her. 

CONNOR 

You stay there. I'm making you 
dinner. 

OFF MARY, proud of the kid she's raised... 


EXT. BUNGALOW - NIGHT 

Park and Davis sit in their cruiser just up the block from 
Connor's house... 

A beat later, Connor walks out the front door with a garbage 
bag, tossing it at the end of his driveway... 

DAVIS 

That look like a criminal 
mastermind to you? 

Park watches him. 


PARK 

He's the only class five electric 
who's out on the street. 

DAVIS 

Unless you're wrong and the guy 
we're looking for isn't a class 
five. 

Park watches Connor head back inside the house then pulls 
away from the curb... 


INT. BANK - DAY 

Connor and Garrett walk into a bank, passing through a 
machine that snaps a scan of their faces. 

An ARMED GUARD (STEVE) behind a desk looks down at his 
system. Garrett's face pops up with a list of CRIMES and 
CONVICTIONS. Connor's shows NO RECORD. 

Garrett shoots Steve a knowing smile as him and Connor enter 
the line. Promotional signs for low interest loans and cash 
advances displayed on the walls. 
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Next to the counter, a SECOND ARMED GUARD (MICHAEL) stands 
there with a submachine gun slung around his neck. Eyeing 
Garrett and Connor hard. 

A bank clerk (EMILY) with a friendly face waves Garrett up to 
the desk. 


EMILY 

I can take you here. 

Garrett puts on a confident smile, pretending to be a 
customer. 


GARRETT 

Hi. . . 

(reads her name tag) 

Emily, is that right? That's a 
pretty name. It suits you. 

Emily blushes a little. 

EMILY 

What can I help you with today? 

GARRETT 

I'm thinking of switching banks. 

Garrett looks over the promotions, acting interested. 

GARRETT (CONT'D) 

(looks back at her) 

So far I like what I see. 

EMILY 

Let me urn— show you some of our 
options here... 

As Garrett flirts with the Clerk, Connor takes inventory of 
the bank: 

- Michael over his shoulder with the sub-machine gun. 

- cameras mounted in the corners. 

- a clerk walks over to the VAULT. She turns the dial back 
and forth then looks up at a surveillance camera and waves. 
BZZZT. A green light appears above the vault door. And she 
opens it. 


GARRETT 

Actually I'm going to go think 
about it some more. Thanks. 

He taps Connor's arm, turning off the charm. Let's go. 
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INT. DINER - DAY 

Connor and Garrett sit across from Freddie and Maddy. 

MADDY 

So what's the damage? 

GARRETT 
(to Connor) 

Tell 'em what you saw. 

Unlike last time, Connor's worked up an appetite, digging 
into his bacon. 


CONNOR 

Two guards watching our every move 
with SMGs. Cams in every corner. 
Vault's being controlled somewhere 
outside the bank. 

Freddie looks up. Huh? 

GARRETT 

It's a two-step lock. One's 
combination, the other's someone 
off-site verifying who goes in. 

They control the power to the door, 
but you can kill it with a surge. 

CONNOR 

And trigger the alarm. 

That's right. 


GARRETT 

Drone response is seven minutes. 
We're out in five. 

All eyes fall on Connor. He's not feeling this. 

CONNOR 

You're serious about hitting this 
bank? 


GARRETT 

They push bad loans on the poor and 
powered and sick ... then seize 
their homes when they can't pay. 

(he looks at Freddie) 

Don't believe me ask Freddie. Same 
thing happened to him. 


Freddie NODS. A painful memory. 
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MADDY 
Then he met us. 

She puts her arm around Freddie, playfully pulling him, 
protective. 


GARRETT 

They're also holding two hundred 
grand. You feel bad now? 

CONNOR 

I'm going to say it again: I'm not 
killing anyone. I won't be a part 
of that. 


GARRETT 

Who said anything about killing? We 
got our ways. 

(to Maddy) 

Right? 


MADDY 

Yup. 

She blows on her finger like a smoking gun. Freddie cracks 
his knuckles. 

GARRETT 
(to Connor) 

Don't get ahead of yourself. You 
still got a lot to learn. 


INT. ABANDONED FACTORY - DAY 

Connor's staring down a floating, unlit lightbulb growing 
frustrated. Sparks bounce around his fingers, some shoot off, 
trying to reach the bulb. 

GARRETT 
Come on. Push. 

Connor's laser focused on the bulb. The odd bolt jumps off 
his fingers, connecting with the light. 

GARRETT 
Hold it. Hold it. 

Currents repeatedly connect in short bursts with the bulb, 
lighting it up. 

Connor settles, gaining control of the power and consistency 
of the light. 
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Garrett looks to the box of bulbs, he levitates ANOTHER one 
in the air. 


GARRETT 

One more. 

It throws Connor at first, losing control. But he regains it, 
then focuses on the second bulb. 

Sparks reach out, connecting. Two bulbs now lit up in the 
air. 

Garrett throws up TWO MORE. 

CONNOR 

Come on man. I can't— 

GARRETT 

You can . 

Connor strains, trying to connect to bulb #3 and #4. But as 
he directs energy towards them, he starts to lose the other 
two. 

All four bulbs flicker wildly. He's losing control. 

Connor gives up— 


CONNOR 

Fuck! 

The bulbs go dark. He's completely drained and pissed off. 
His shirt soaked in sweat. 

Garrett lets the bulbs drop, smashing on the ground. 

GARRETT 

I tell you to stop? 

Connor looks up at Garrett, sees that he's dead serious. 

CONNOR 

No. 

GARRETT 
Let's go then. 

Connor nods, standing upright, collecting his breath. 


INT. SEDAN/EXT. BUNGALOW - NIGHT 

Garrett pulls up outside Connor's house. Connor's down on 
himself, feeling defeated. 



50 


GARRETT 

Look. You're getting there. Putting 
in some real work. 

It didn't feel like it. 

CONNOR 

Work. Right. 

GARRETT 

Hey you were honing your craft! 

Practicing your art! That's the 
best kind of work there is. 

Garrett pulls out a wad of bills and hands then to Connor. 

GARRETT (CONT'D) 

And you get paid for working. 

Connor's eyes get wide. This is an even bigger stack than 
the money he got from the robbery at the warehouse. 

Connor hands Garrett back the money. 

CONNOR 

Look, man, I'm not sure I'm your 
guy. I don't know that I'm cut out 
for this shit. 

GARRETT 

You are. You just don't know it 
yet. 

Connor really likes Garrett. And that's the problem. 

GARRETT (CONT'D) 

Look, let's just keep drillin' like 
we've been doing. Let me get you 
where you need to go and then you 
can make up your mind. 

Garrett hands him back the money. 

GARRETT (CONT'D) 

In the meantime, consider this my 
contribution to your mom's get well 
fund. 


Connor's still apprehensive. 
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GARRETT (CONT'D) 

You don't take it, I'm just gonna 
go knock on your door and give it 
to her myself and then you'll have 
a whole lot more explaining to do. 

Connor takes the money. 

CONNOR 

Thanks. 


INT. CONNOR'S BEDROOM - BUNGALOW - NIGHT 

Connor tosses a few more bills into his bed-side drawer. On 
top of the other cash he's earned from Garrett. 

He then peels off his shirt, wincing in pain, revealing faint 
BLACK VEINS and BRUISING all over. Damage from using his 
power. 

He takes a long look at himself in the mirror - is this who I 
am? 

Behind him, the sound of water running from the down the 
hall. . . 


INT. BUNGALOW - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 

Connor steps gingerly down the hallway and sees that the 
bathroom door is ajar. Mary is sitting on the edge of the 
sink with her hands underneath a stream of water that pour 
out of the nozzle. 

The water STEAMS as it hits her hands. 

She's crying. 

Connor watches her for a beat and then walks inside, sits 
down next to her and rubs her back. 

CONNOR 

Are you okay? 

MARY 

Yes. 

(forces a smile) 

I'm an onion, remember? 


Connor's heartbroken seeing her like this... 
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Hey, remember that interview I went 
for? 


MARY 

Yeah. 

CONNOR 

Turns out they actually called me 
back. 


MARY 

What did they say? 
Connor smiles. 


MARY (CONT'D) 

You got the job? 

CONNOR 

It's a temp position. But at least 
I'm making some real money. 

MARY 

You were so sure they wouldn't hire 
you. 


CONNOR 
I was wrong. 

MARY 

You got the job. That's amazing, 
baby. 

Mary wraps her arms around her son. He hugs her tight 

MARY (CONT'D) 

I told you. 

Her eyes give way to everything she's been holding in 

MARY (CONT'D) 

Things get better. 

A mix of happiness and relief. 

MARY (CONT'D) 

Always. 

Not for her sake , but for his. 

CONNOR 

You were right. 
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INT. ABANDONED FACTORY - DAY 

Connor and Garrett stand in the middle of the largest chamber 
in the factory. 

At the far end is a mannequin. 

GARRETT 

If we ever get hemmed up, you gotta 
know what to do. 

(pointing at the 
mannequin) 

Guardian. 

Garrett floats a group of lightbulbs out of the box and 
scatters them into the air. 

GARRETT 

(pointing at the bulbs) 

Drones. 

Garrett spreads the lightbulbs outwards in a circle around 
Connor. 


GARRETT 

In the real world, nothing comes at 
you one at a time. 

Connor nods. 

GARRETT 

Remember. Focus... not power. 

Connor powers up. Little coils shooting out of his body. They 
spark off the walls and columns. 

He connects to some of the light bulbs, lighting up the dark 
space like a tesla coil. 

One after the next, Connor brings them all to life. 

GARRETT 

Good! Keep focused! 

Garrett's moves the light bulbs together— 

Connor struggles... his veins popping. But he keeps them 
illuminated, like a cluster of fireflies. 

As the bulbs come together, the electricity seems to cluster 
tighter together. Static charges through the air. 

GARRETT 

Come on. Hold it.... Hold it. 
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Garrett shifts the bulbs so they're right in front of the 
mannequin, and then— 

GARRETT 

SURGE. 

Connor SCREAMS— 

What can only be described as a lighting strike surges 
through the cluster of bulbs, blowing them to pieces and 
scorching the mannequin behind it. 

Garrett HOLLERS out. Impressed. 

He looks up and sees Connor looking back at him. Standing 
tall. Breathing heavy and tired. But confident. Chest out. 


EXT. ROOFTOP - ABANDONED FACTORY - DUSK 

Connor and Garrett drinking beers as the sun drops behind the 
Lincoln skyline. 

Garrett sniffs at the air. 

GARRETT 

They're burnin' tonight. 

Connor is confused. Garrett points to a smoke stack in the 
distance. Spewing into the atmosphere. 

GARRETT 

The psyke run. Once a month, the 
police take all the psyke they've 
grabbed up around the city and 
incinerate it just up the road. 

That's what we're smelling. 

Connor takes a whiff of the air. 

CONNOR 

Just smells like Lincoln City to 
me. 


GARRETT 

Exactly. 

Garrett takes a pull off his beer. 

GARRETT 

How's your mom doing? 


Connor notices his forearms. They're all BRUISED up around 
the vein lines. 
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CONNOR 

Now that I have a little bit of 
money, I'm trying to figure out how 
to convince her to go see the 
doctor. Thing is if she knew how I 
got paid. 

Garrett gets it. Takes a pull off his beer. 

GARRETT 

What about your pops? Where's he 
at? 


CONNOR 

Died when I was young. 

Connor grabs a swig of his own. 

CONNOR 

He was an electric like me. Got 
shot outside of a gas station. Cops 
said it was an attempted robbery. 

Garrett calls bullshit. 

GARRETT 

Guys like us don't attempt 
robberies. If we wanna tax 
something, that shit's as good as 
taxed. 

Connor's not sure what he's saying. 

CONNOR 

You're saying they just killed him? 

GARRETT 

We scare them. People do bad shit 
when they're scared. 

Damn. Connor never even considered that. 

GARRETT 

That's why we get each other's 
backs. You, me. Maddy, Freddie. 

Nothing stopping us. 

Garrett gets up, facing the skyline with ambition in his 
eyes. 


GARRETT 

I'm telling you, Connor. This city 
is ours. 
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Garrett chucks his beer off the roof, then looks back to 
Connor. 


GARRETT 

All we gotta do is take it. 

Connor nods, coming around to Garrett more and more. He 
chucks his beer off the roof. 


EXT. BANK - NIGHT 

A quiet night. The bank is one of the few businesses still 
bright inside - SIX CUSTOMERS standing in line. THREE DESK 
CLERKS (including Emily). The two guards - Michael and Steve, 
standing at their posts. 

Out front, a cargo van rolls to a stop... 


INT. CARGO VAN - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 

Garrett, Connor, Maddy, and Freddie are parked just up the 
block from the bank. Garrett looks back at his crew, you 
ready? 

Freddie shoves Connor, giving him a serious, don't fuck this 
up kind of look before they slip on FULL FACED BALACLAVAS. 


INT. BANK - NIGHT 

Emily's helping out a MIDDLE-AGED-WOMAN. 

EMILY 

(counting out bills) 

Twenty-forty-sixy-eighty- two 
hundred. Twenty-forty-sixty-eighty- 
three hundred. 

Michael checks his watch, lets out a short sigh. Almost time 
to go home. 

A quiet beat. Then... 

The door bursts open— Connor and Garrett rush in. 

Both guards react, Michael reaches for his weapon— 

Connor grabs Michael's neck— ZZZZZT! He drops him. 

As Steve reaches for the alarm under the desk— Garrett sends 
a force at him, pinning his body against the wall. His gun 
sliding across the floor. 



57 


Freddie and Maddy rush in and pick up the downed guards' 
submachine guns. Customers SCREAM. 

GARRETT 

Everyone kiss the motherfuckin' 
floor! 

The customers drop to the floor, terrified. 

GARRETT 

Chill the fuck out and this will be 
over soon! 

Garrett walks over to Emily on the floor and LIFTS her up 
with his power, pushing her towards the vault. 

SURVEILLANCE CAM POV: Connor, Garrett, and Emily appear in 
front of the vault. Garrett looks up at waves. 

GARRETT 
(to Connor) 

Give it hell. 

Connor nods, then places his hand on the door. 

He charges up, eyes glowing. Electrical currents running 
through his veins, sparks dancing over his fingers... 

Then. 

WHHOOOOSH! 

An electrical surge blasts through the vault door. A heavy 
clank sound from within as the digital display cuts out- 

WHOO-WHOO-WHOO-WHOO- AN ALARM SOUNDS OFF, piercingly loud. 
The light above the vault turns RED. 

Connor drops to a knee, drained from creating the surge. 

GARRETT 
(to Emily) 

Open it. 

She NODS, terrified. 


EXT. LINCOLN CITY - NIGHT (DRONE POV) 

DISPATCH (V.O.) 

D106. Robbery in progress at 
Lincoln Dominion at 928 Barton 
Avenue. 
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DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 
106 Responding. 


BACK TO: 


INT. BANK - NIGHT 

Emily's working on the dial. Her hand trembling— 

MADDY (0.S.) 

(calling) 

Come on! We gotta go! 

Emily over turns the dial and has to start again. 

GARRETT 

Are you trying to get hurt? 

EMILY 

I'm sorry. I'm sorry. 

GARRETT 
Do it again. 

She wipes her palms on her sweater. 

Connor leans into her ear. 

CONNOR 
(calming) 

Take it slow. One number at a time. 

She nods, slowing down her pace. She turns to the left, then 
the right, then back to the left— 

Click. 


GARRETT 

We're in. 

Garrett turns the handle-- 

But as he opens the vault Garrett's face falls. The vault's 
mostly empty. There's just a few stacks of bills in here. 

GARRETT 

Where's the rest of it? 

EMILY 

The rest of what? 



59 


GARRETT 

The goddamn money! There should be 
at least two hundred grand in here. 

EMILY 

They clear the vault before the 
weekend. Pick-up was at four today. 

GARRETT 

Fucking Christ! 

Garrett tosses the duffel bag at Connor. 

GARRETT 
Grab what's there. 

Connor rushes into the vault and starts pushing stacks of 
cash into the bag, grabbing whatever he can. It's not much. 

BACK TO GARRETT, he's ready to explode on this clerk... but 
then he notices something over her shoulder - a BRIGHT LIGHT 
spilling through the entrance doors. 

MADDY 
We got a drone! 

DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 

THIS IS THE LCDP— 

Connor comes out of the vault with a bag of cash. 

GARRETT 
Out the back! 

They head out the back exit— 


EXT. BANK - REAR ALLEY - CONTINUOUS 

Garrett, Connor, Freddie, and Maddy run for their lives. 

A SPOTLIGHT HITS THEM FROM THE DRONE, hovering above the 
alley. 

DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 

(through loud speaker) 

DO NOT MOVE OR YOU WILL BE SHOT. 

GARRETT 
(looking back) 

Connor! Take it out. 
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DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 
(through loudspeaker) 

LAY FACE DOWN ON THE GROUND. NOW. 


GARRETT 

Do it. 

Connor sees the undercarriage of the drone open up. He's 
panicked, nervous— 


DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 

THIS IS YOUR LAST WARNING. 

GARRETT 
Look at me! 

Connor almost doesn't hear him. 

GARRETT 
Look at me . 

(Connor does) 

Dig up that anger. Let it out. 

Connor nods, his eyes lighting up blue. Static crackling 
through the air— 

DRONE POV: the feed breaks up with interference. 

DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 

Guardians are being deployed— 

Maddy looks to Connor as the drone is about to release the 
two GUARDIANS— hurry up. 

Just as they are deployed— 

CRACK! Strikes fly out towards the Guardians, the drone, and 
parts of the building. 

Maddy and Freddie flinch. A strike hits a pop can right near 
them. 

The Guardians fall and land on the ground awkwardly, having 
shut down in mid-air. 

DRONE POV: The wave shorts out the camera. 

The engines fail, the drone struggles to stay level... 

It drifts into a tailspin, smacking against the building. 
Propellers break off, spinning wildly— 


CRASH! 
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As the dust settles, a moment of quiet... 

Freddie helps Connor his feet. Garrett grabs the near-empty 
bag of money and they run off down the alley... 


INT. CARGO VAN - NIGHT - LATER 


Garrett's driving away. Connor, Freddie, and Maddy in the 
back. 

Garrett punches the dashboard. Hard. 


GARRETT 

Fuck! 

He punches it again. 

GARRETT (cont'd) 


Fuck! 


And again. 


GARRETT (cont'd) 

FUCK! 


INT. STRIP CLUB - CONTINUOUS 

With Garrett leading the charge, the crew stomps through the 
club to the VIP area. Bouncers get in their way, but Rhino 
waves them through. 

Sutcliffe's on a couch sipping scotch with Nia next to him. 

Nearby, a SKINHEAD sits alone with a beer, his face mostly in 
darkness under a hoodie, but there's something familiar about 
his eyes. 

Garrett walks up to Sutcliffe and tosses the bag over. 

Sutcliffe picks it up. It's light. 

SUTCLIFFE 
Where's the rest? 

GARRETT 

Vault got cleaned out. 

Garrett is pissed. 


GARRETT 

Pickups are on you to know. 
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Sutcliffe knows he's fucked up. He dumps whatever cash is in 
the bag out on the table. 

GARRETT 

Twenty-four. That's all they had. 

You fucked up, Marcus. 

Sutcliffe raises his hands, asking Garrett to settle. 

SUTCLIFFE 

I'd tread carefully... 

GARRETT 

You cleared this job! 

Rhino steps in front of Garrett. 

RHINO 

Tone it down, boy. 

Freddie's got Garrett's back, ready to jump in. Rhino clocks 

it. . . 

The tension's broken by a nearby CUSTOMER starting to FIGHT 
with a STRIPPER. Screams and SHOUTS— 

Everyone looks over at the commotion. But not the Skinhead. 
He gets up from his table and starts moving towards 
Sutcliffe... 

Under his hoodie, his facial structure begins to move - the 
bones and edges of his cheeks and chin round out, until we 
recognize the person it really is - COPPERHEAD. 

Connor sees her in the corner of his eye just as she reaches 
into her jacket, pulling out a GUN— 

CONNOR 

Hey! 

Rhino turns to see Copperhead— stepping in front of 
Sutcliffe as she FIRES— 

POP.POP.POP.POP— 

Bullets hit Rhino is the chest and arms, but he doesn't go 
down. Sutcliffe remains untouched, protected. 

Without a clear shot. Copperhead turns the gun on Nia — 

Nia shields her face— 

CRACK— Connor hits the gun out of her hand with a power 
surge. 
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Copperhead looks at Connor in disbelief... she takes a KNIFE 
out of her hoodie, charging at Nia. Connor gets in the way, 
grabbing her wrist-- 

She twists, slicing Connor's arm as he takes her down. 

Copperhead's on top of him, ready to stab— 

BLAM— A bullet rips through Copperhead's neck— 

Rhino's standing behind her with a big ass smoking MAGNUM. 

He walks up to her squirming on the ground, holding her neck-- 

BLAM. BLAM. BLAM. Unloads three more shots into her back, 
right in front of Connor. 

Everyone breathes heavy. Looking around. It's over. 

Rhino picks out a bullet wedged into the layers of cracked 
skin on his arm. 

Connor looks at Nia, a mist of blood on his face, visibly 
shaken. 


EXT. BANK - REAR ALLEY - NIGHT 

Debris from the drone scattered through he alley. Police tape 
closes off either side. 

Park and Davis walk with a DETECTIVE who's bringing them up 
to speed. 


DETECTIVE 

-Electric wiped out every cam 
inside- hell, he wiped the entire 
block. I've never seen anything 
like it. 

They step over debris, stopping at the bodies of the 
Guardians. 


DAVIS 

Christ. 

DETECTIVE 

Mech is saying only a class five 
electric could take down a drone. 

Park shares a look with Davis. 

PARK 


Witnesses? 
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DETECTIVE 

All they could tell us was that one 
of the four was female. 

Park looks to Davis, they both know who it was. 

DETECTIVE 

Besides the electric, we got a- 
PARK 

Pyro, Brawn, and TK. 

DETECTIVE 
How'd you know? 

Park turns to Davis. 

PARK 

I think it's time to talk to Connor 
Reed. 

No doubt. 

DAVIS 

Copy that. 


INT. STRIP CLUB - NIGHT 

Sutcliffe sits at the bar, drinking. His world closing in. 
Rhino's next to him, watching his back. 

Garrett leans against the bar, grabs a glass and pours 
himself a drink from Sutcliffe's bottle. 

Sutcliffe notices. 


GARRETT 

Look, Marcus. I got a lead on this 
house up in the heights. Guy 
collects vintage cars. Garage is 
packed with them. We could hit it 
tonight. Easy target. 

Marcus comes out of his daze. 

SUTCLIFFE 

Do you not see how fucked we are, 
Garrett? Jacking cars. The fuck are 
you talking about— 

GARRETT 

We'll flip em fast, buy us a few 
days — 
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He signals Rhino to come closer, speaking to the both of 
them. 


SUTCLIFFE 

Go to the farms. Pull every fucking 
drop until each kick is tapped dry. 

We sell it all. Tonight . 

GARRETT 

Don't be stupid. That's out entire 
business- 

Sutcliffe smashes his fist on the bar- 

SUTCLIFFE 

My. Fucking. Business. Mine . 
Sutcliffe's breathing becomes labored. Wheezing. 

SUTCLIFFE 

You do what I tell you... 


INT. STRIP CLUB - KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Nia looks over her shoulder, making sure she's alone, then 
reaches into her pocket for a vial of psyke. She takes a 
drop. 

Her face blanks. A sense of calm comes over her as the lights 
in the room seem to change. Dimming down. 

And a glow hits her face - as if sunlight somehow came 
through the walls like they were clouds. Warmth envelops her. 
A summer afternoon from her memories. 

She feels happiness. And has escaped to another place— 

CONNOR (0.S.) 

Nia... 

Nia SNAPS out of it. Connor is standing by the doorway 
holding gauze against his forearm where he'd been cut, blood 
soaking through. 

The lighting has returned to what it was. Nia's back to this 
cold hard reality. 


CONNOR 

You okay? 


Yeah.. . 


NIA 
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She wipes her eyes and forces a smile. She's not good with 
showing emotion. 

She sits up on the stainless steel counter and helps herself 
to bowl of cold fries. 

CONNOR 

Someone takes a shot at you and you 
get an appetite for some french 
fries? 


NIA 

Wasn't the first time I've had a 
gun on me. 

She offers the fries to Connor. He comes over and sits up on 
the counter next to her, grabbing one. 

CONNOR 

What was that about? 

NIA 

Money and drugs. Only things that 
matter around here. 

There's a certain sadness about how comfortable Nia is with 
what's gone down. 

CONNOR 

Going after Marcus I get... 

But why go at his girl? 

She smirks, shaking her head. 

NIA 

I'm not his girl... Not like that. 

CONNOR 

What's it like then? 

She gives him a look, back off. 

CONNOR 

I just mean- like, what do you do 
for him? 

She looks at him for a beat... then gently takes his arm. 

She removes the gauze revealing the cut underneath, spots of 
fresh blood still seeping out. 

She puts her hand directly on it— 
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CONNOR 

What are you doing? 

NIA 

Trust me. 

She takes a breath, focusing on the wound... 

Then... a faint WHITE GLOW seeps out the sides of her hand... 
As the light gets brighter, it becomes visible under her 
skin, as if someone held a flashlight against her palm. 

As the glow intensifies, her eyes meet Connor's. In this one 
moment, her eyes are as clear and lucid as we have ever seen 
them. They share a connection. A bond. Connor realizing what 
she really is... 

Then the glow fades and her eyes return to being dull and 
numb. 

She removes her hand- the cut on Connor's arm is completely 
healed. 


CONNOR 

(in disbelief) 

You're a healer?... 

NIA 

Marcus's healer... That's why they 
went after me. To hurt him. 

CONNOR 

Why do you heal him? 

NIA 

I have my reasons... 

Connor catches her hiding the vial of psyke away. 

CONNOR 

For psyke? Fucking Christ— 

NIA 

It's not just that. 

It's mostly that, but she tries to save face. 

NIA 

He takes care of me. 

CONNOR 
He uses you. 
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Nia slips off the counter, pulling away. Connor realizes he's 
overstepped. 


CONNOR 

Shit. Sorry. It's not my place-- 
NIA 

Connor, when you walk out these 
doors tonight, keep walking. This 
place isn't meant for people like 
you. 

Nia leaves the kitchen. Once out of sight from Connor, we see 
a hint of pain come across her face. She's holding her arm. 

RHINO 

Hey. We're leaving. 

Nia ignores him and heads to into bathroom-- 

RHINO 

Fucking junkie. 


INT. BATHROOM - STRIP CLUB - CONTINUOUS 

Nia pulls a bunch of paper towels out of the dispenser. She 
runs them under the faucet, then pulls up her sleeve... 

There's a cut on her forearm, identical to Connor's . 

She dabs at it, wincing in pain... 


INT. BUNGALOW - NIGHT 

Connor tries to sneak into his house. 

He's barely taken two steps in the door when the lights come 
on and he sees Mary sitting at the table in front of all the 
cash he's made with Garrett. 

MARY 

Connor what the hell are you doing? 

(to the money) 

Where did this come from? 

Connor tries lying at first. 

CONNOR 

Overtime. At work. 
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MARY 

I called over there earlier today 
and they'd never even heard of you. 

Mary sips her water, trying to calm down. Her hand trembling. 

MARY 

I saw the burns on your arms, but I 
gave you the benefit of the doubt. 

Connor tries to come up with a good lie. 

CONNOR 

It's not— 

MARY 

Don't even try to lie to me. I've 
heard them all before. I know how 
this ends... 

Mary is on the verge of tears. 

Connor settles for the truth. In fact, he channels Garrett. 

CONNOR 

They're not giving us shit out 
there. So I took it— 

MARY 

Connor!— 

CONNOR 

What else was I gonna do!— 

MARY 

I did not spend my whole life... my 
time... my— 

(clears her throat) 

I gave up so much for you! I never 
asked for anything-- because I 
wanted you to have... more... 

(her breathing gets 
heavier) 

I didn't— I wasted it— on a— 

And then Mary's breathing stops. A ringing sound in her ear. 
The glass she's holding is frosted, the water crystallizing. 

CONNOR 

Mom. 

Her eyes glaze over, something's wrong. Her hand is stuck to 
the place mat. 
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CONNOR 

Mom? 

The ringing intensifies. She tries to stand up, but 
COLLAPSES, pulling the mat— sweeping the cash off the table. 

The glass she was holding breaks on the ground, leaving the 
frozen chunk of ice still in its form. 

CONNOR 

MOM— 

Connor rushes to her side. She's having a stroke . 


INT. HALLWAY - HOSPITAL - DAY 

Connor speaks with a DOCTOR just outside of a hospital room. 
Mary's asleep on the bed. Breathing tubes running out of her 
nose. 

DOCTOR 

-it's spreading more rapidly than 
we thought. The tumor's pushing her 
brain against the skull. That's 
what's causing her powers to get 
out of control... 

And this is as awful as it sounds. 

DOCTOR (cont'd) 

Frankly it's good she's here. She 
could have become very dangerous in 
public... 

Connor ignores it. 


CONNOR 

But it can be treated. 

DOCTOR 

Her condition has been neglected 
for too long. Even if we operate 
now, the outcome is unlikely to be 
optimal— 


CONNOR 

How much is the surgery? 
DOCTOR 

That's a different department. 
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INT. HOSPITAL - BILLING DESK - SHORTLY LATER 

A LONG BILL slowly coming out of a printer. A HOSPITAL CLERK 
tears it off, then hands it Connor. 

He looks at the total. 

CONNOR 

I don't have this right now. Isn't 
there some sort of payment plan or 
something I can get on? 

The Hospital Clerk just looks at him. There's no payment 
plan. 


EXT. HOSPITAL - DAY 

Dazed, Connor exits Lincoln City Memorial. His bad day about 
to get worse— 


PARK (0.S.) 

Connor Reed. 

Connor looks over and sees Park and Davis approaching. 

PARK 

I'm Officer Park and this is 
Officer Davis. You got a minute? 

CONNOR 

No. 

DAVIS 

Wrong answer. 


INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - POLICE HQ - NIGHT 

Connor sits across from Davis and Park. On one of the walls, 
a MONITOR. 


DAVIS 

Can't say you come from great 
stock, Connor. 

Connor just stares straight ahead. 

DAVIS 

Your old man wasn't exactly an 
upstanding citizen. 


Park nods at Davis, who clicks a remote in his hand. 
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PARK 

Warehouse up on Barton, Lincoln 
Dominion bank. Know anything about 
these robberies? 

Photos of the crime scenes come up on the monitors. 

CONNOR 

No. 

DAVIS 

You sure? 

CONNOR 

Am I sure that I don't know 
anything about a couple of 
robberies? Yeah, I'm sure. 

DAVIS 

We been asking around. Word is 
you've been kickin' it with Garrett 
Kelton. His rap sheet's the size of 
my dick. 

Garrett 1 s mugshot pops up on the monitor next to his list of 
crimes. 


CONNOR 

So it's short and thin. 

Even Park chuckles at that one. 

DAVIS 

Watch your mouth, asshole. 

Parks tries to settle things down. 

PARK 

Here's the thing, Connor. We're 
looking for a class five electric 
and there's only one in the whole 
city: You. That alone might not be 
enough to bring you in but it's 
enough to watch you real close. 

CONNOR 

I know about ten different class 
five electrics in my neighborhood 
alone. 


DAVIS 

Give us names. 


No fuckin' chance. 
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PARK 

Let me be clear about something. 

Kelton works for the biggest piece 
of shit this city has to offer. 

Davis clicks again. Marcus Sutcliffe's face appears next to 
Garrett's. 


PARK 

We've burned up more psyke of his 
than every other dealer in LC 
combined. 


DAVIS 

Just a matter of time before this 
asshole goes down. 

PARK 

And right now, Connor, that 
includes you... unless you give me 
something I can use. 

Connor looks off, he's not giving him shit. 

DAVIS 

You want to spend your mom's last 
days taking it in the ass by every 
brawn in the penn? 

That's a raw nerve if there ever was one. 

CONNOR 

Don't talk about my mom. 

Davis turns to Park. 


DAVIS 

Guess he got real attached to her 
after we put his old man on his 
back. 

For a fleeting moment, Connor's eyes glow. 

PARK 
(to Davis) 

That's enough. 

Connor's had enough. 


CONNOR 

Can I go? Or you gonna charge me 
with something real? 
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INT. HALLWAY - POLICE HQ - CONTINUOUS 

Park and Davis step out of the room. 

DAVIS 

I say we nail him to something. 

Pick anything. 

PARK 

Stash him in holding. Let him sleep 
on it. 

DAVIS 

Then what? Let him go? 

PARK 

Kid's desperate. And if he's doing 
it for his mom... He might come 
around. 


DAVIS 

Or he robs another bank, pays for 
the surgery, and ghosts. 

PARK 

We're doing this my way. 


EXT. STREET - DAY 

We see Connor walking down the street, looking like hell. 

Garrett's black sedan slowly rolls forward, pulling up beside 
him. 


INT. BLACK SEDAN - SHORTLY LATER 

Garrett drives. Connor in the passenger seat. 

CONNOR 

We need to see Marcus. 

Garrett doesn't respond. He pulls into an alley and stops the 
car. 


GARRETT 

What'd you say in there? 


Nothing. 


CONNOR 
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GARRETT 

You don't walk out a cop shop and 
ask for a meeting. Marcus will 
know. 


CONNOR 

I didn't say shit, alright? You 
don't believe me, I'11 go see him 
myself. 

A beat. Garrett backs off. 

GARRETT 
What's this about? 

CONNOR 

A job... The take's more than 
enough to clear this debt. 

Garrett's hooked. 


GARRETT 

Keep talking. . . 


INT. AUTO SHOP - SHORTLY LATER 

Connor and Garrett enter the shop to find Sutcliffe, Rhino, 
Nia, and a COUPLE OF ARMED THUGS. Security's beefed up since 
the attack. 

The room is tense. 

Sutcliffe, seeing Connor, motions for him to come over. 

Connor glances at Garrett who nods for him to go. 

Connor joins Sutcliffe— he immediately grabs Connor's head, 
locking eyes. His pupils fully dilated. 

Connor begins to feel something. His face twitching with 
pain, like he's been hit with a sudden migraine. Sutcliffe 
never blinks. The pain gets worse for Connor. His eyes begin 
to glow— 

Then Sutcliffe breaks the stare. 

SUTCLIFFE 
Kid's the real deal. 

Connor catches his breath. 

SUTCLIFFE 
Kept his mouth shut. 
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Connor couldn't give a fuck about what Sutcliffe thinks of 
him. 

SUTCLIFFE 

So what's this job now? 

Connor looks to Garrett. 

GARRETT 

How much pure you lose to the cops 
last month? 

SUTCLIFFE 
Four liters. 

GARRETT 

They got another two from East 
Lincoln. And three out of the 
south. Step on nine liters of pure 
a couple times and that' 
s ten million on the street. In 
three days, they're going to 
incinerate it. These stupid 
motherfuckers are going to burn ten 
million dollars. And they call us 
criminals. 

SUTCLIFFE 
(losing patience) 

What's the job, Garrett. 

GARRETT 

We stop that from happening. Grab 
up the psyke for ourselves. 

Sutcliffe tries to distill all of this to its most basic 
truth. 


SUTCLIFFE 

You want to hit the psyke run. 

On Garrett and Connor. Yeah. 

SUTCLIFFE 
(to Garrett) 

And the boyscout here can pull this 
off? 

GARRETT 

Guardians and drones. That's what 
we've been training for. 

A beat on Sutcliffe, it's so crazy he can't help but love the 
idea. 
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SUTCLIFFE 

Part I'm trying to figure out is 
why you'd do such a stupid thing. 

Sutcliffe gets close to Connor, his piercing eyes reading him 
over. . . 


SUTCLIFFE 
(seeing something) 

Ah. 


He looks back at Nia. 


SUTCLIFFE 
There it is. 

NIA 

What? 

SUTCLIFFE 
(faking sincere) 

A poor, dying mother. 

CONNOR 

You get the psyke. I get the 
healer. 

Nia looks at Connor, her eyes welling up. But the way he 
looks back at her, like she's a tool he needs to use rather 
than a person. 


CONNOR 

We got a deal? 

Nia's glossy eyes pleading with Sutcliffe to say no. 

SUTCLIFFE 

Deal. 

Nia storms out of the room. Rhino moves to go after her— 

SUTCLIFFE 
Let her go. 

Connor's confused by her reaction. 

SUTCLIFFE 

She doesn't take well to change. 

I'11 make sure she behaves— 

GARRETT 

There's one more thing... 

Garrett steps up with confidence. 
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GARRETT 

We 're partners. 

Sutcliffe's eyes turn ice cold. Asking for a healer is one 
thing, but this? Even Connor's taken by surprise. 

SUTCLIFFE 

When I found you, you were eating 
out a dumpster with a pack of stray 
dogs. You remember that? 

Garrett has heard this before. 

SUTCLIFFE 

And I took you in and cleaned you 
up and gave you everything you 
never had. 

Garrett lets Sutcliffe have this well-rehearsed moment. 

GARRETT 

And I'm grateful. You know that. 

But you gotta think about the 
future. There's too much territory, 
too much product for one person to 
push. If we do this, together , 
we'll reshape the entire market. 

Control supply and demand. Fuck 
head office. We answer to no one 
but ourselves. 

Sutcliffe locks eyes with Garrett. A tense beat that could go 
either way... 

But Sutcliffe softens, he needs this job to go down. In fact, 
he's desperate. 


SUTCLIFFE 

Anyone else need anything? Christ. 

Sutcliffe laughs, pulling Garrett in close. 

SUTCLIFFE 
You earned it. 

They shake. Garrett couldn't be more pleased with himself. 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY 

Mary's awake. Barely. She doesn't look well. 

Connor pulls up a chair next to the bed. Mary won't even look 
at him. 
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The NURSE changing her IV bag can feel the tension. She 
forces a smile as she leaves the room. 

CONNOR 

How are you feeling? 


Nothing. 


CONNOR (cont'd) 

Mom listen to me. I can still fix 
this... 

Mary slowly turns her head. Her EKG monitor beeping slightly 
faster. 

Her voice is strained. Difficult to speak through labored 
breathing. 


MARY 

...No... you can't. 

Her eyes well up. The EKG monitor quickens. BEEPING faster. 

CONNOR 
Mom. Please. 

She turns away, completely broken. 

BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. 

The Nurse walks back in, alarmed. She sees the tears falling 
down Mary's cheek. 

NURSE 

She needs to rest. 

CONNOR 

Mom— 

NURSE 

Please go. 

He Connor backs out of the room and leaves... 


EXT. LINCOLN CITY - MORNING 

Skyscrapers cast a long, ominous shadow over the city... 
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INT. AUTO SHOP - DAY 

Everyone's standing around the table, going over last minute 
details - Connor, Garrett, Maddy, Freddie, Rhino, Sutcliffe, 
and Two Thugs. 

Garrett's outlining on the map. The mood here is tense. 

GARRETT 

Maddy follows the truck down main. 

Freddie sets the cut off, pushing 
traffic down third. Connor will be 
between the concrete pillars 
waiting. That's where we hit it. 

Connor takes out the bots, but 
don't rely on him. If he can't shut 
them down, we need to step in... 

Sutcliffe looks at Connor. 

SUTCLIFFE 

I guess we're about to see how much 
you actually love your mom. 

GARRETT 

I'11 take the psyke with me in the 
rear car. 


SUTCLIFFE 

Psyke goes in the other car. 
Garrett looks at Rhino and his guys. 


SUTCLIFFE 

(dryly) 

He's a better driver. 

A beat of tension. Finally, Garrett nods. 


INT. AUTO SHOP - DAY - LATER 

Garrett slips on blue coveralls, dressed like a garbage man. 

Rhino is pulling assault rifles out of a large, standing 
toolbox, getting his car ready. 

A construction truck sits nearby. Pylons and barriers loaded 
on the back. 

Connor, as he is helping load things into the truck, watches 
as Nia crosses and heads back into a private area. She looks 
rough. 
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Connor follows her. 


INT. BACK ROOM - AUTO SHOP - MOMENTS LATER 

Nia, alone in a private back room, reaches into her pockets 
and pulls out two vials of psyke. She looks at them closely - 
one's completely empty. The other's got a drop left— 

NIA 

Shit. 

She starts to unscrew the top when Connor comes into the room 
behind her. 


CONNOR 

Hey— 

Nia's startled, the vial slips out of her hand— SMASH. 

NIA 

FUCK. What do you want? 

CONNOR 

What's wrong with you? 

NIA 

Nothing. 

She won't even look at him. 

CONNOR 

Isn't this what you want? 

She starts to walk past him. 

NIA 

Doesn't matter what I want. 

Connor stops her— 


CONNOR 

Nia. 

A beat. Nia looks at him, softening a bit... 

CONNOR 

(lowers his voice) 

Look, when this is over, you're 
free to go. No more Marcus, no more 
psyke— 

She scoffs, pulling away — 
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NIA 

You're so fucking naive, Connor— 
CONNOR 

About what? What are you talking 
about?-- 


NIA 

Let's just get this straight... The 
only reason I matter to you is 
because I'm a healer. That's all 
anyone gives a fuck about once they 
see what I can do. Don't act like 
you're any different. 

CONNOR 

You got it wrong about me. That's 
not who I am. 

NIA 

We'll see about that. 

Nia walks away from Connor... 


INT. POLICE HQ - UNDERGROUND PARKING LOT - DAY 

TWO OFFICERS WALK towards an ARMORED TRANSPORT VEHICLE. Each 
one has a METAL BRIEFCASE handcuffed to them. 

Beside the vehicle KUWABARA and SALEH (both in their 40s) 
stand waiting. 

One of the officers hands Kuwabara a clipboard which he 
quickly signs. 


KUWABARA 

Confirming we have received the 
shipment. 

The officers unlatch the briefcases and turn them over to 
Kuwabara and Saleh who attach the handcuffs to their hand. 
They climb into the back of the ATV. 

OFFICER MCAULEY, a heavyset man in his 50s, reaches to close 
the rear doors— 


EXT. POLICE HQ - PARKING RAMP - DAY 

The ATV pulls out of the lot with four Guardians clinging to 
the sides. Guns holstered, scanning the streets for threats. 
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We pan over to reveal MADDY parked nearby. She pulls out 
behind the ATV, tailing it. 

MADDY 
(into radio) 

They're on the move. I see four 
Guardians on the sides. 


EXT. 3RD STREET - ALLEY - SAME 

Garrett waiting in the driver's seat of a GARBAGE TRUCK... 

GARRETT 
(into radio) 

Set the cut off. 

Garrett looks to Connor across the street, hidden behind a 
corner - get ready. 


EXT. 3RD STREET INTERSECTION - SAME 

Freddie is set up in front of a concrete barrier. 
Construction signs are set up around him. A ROAD CLOSED sign 
next to him. 


EXT. 3RD STREET - SAME 

TWO BLACK SUV'S parked at the side of the road with tinted 
windows. 


INT. SUV - SAME 

Rhino sits in the passenger seat. A masked THUG - let's call 
him SUNSHINE - sits on driver's seat. Two others sit in the 
back - with a SMILEY and FROWNY skeleton balaclava. Both hold 
assault rifles. Ready to go. 


EXT. MAIN STREET - SAME 

Freddie sees the ARMORED TRANSPORT coming towards him. He 
waves it onto 3rd street... 


EXT. 3RD STREET - CONTINUOUS 

The ATV turns onto the street, nearly taking up the entire 
road. 


INTERCUT THE MULTIPLE PERSPECTIVES: 
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- Connor sees it coming from a distance. He's getting himself 
psyched up, like he was ready for a fight. 

- Maddy stops by Freddie, who moves the concrete barrier 
behind her car, blocking 3rd street off. He gets into her 
car. 

- GARRETT'S behind the wheel of the GARBAGE TRUCK, waiting in 
the alley. 

- Rhino sits in the passenger side seat. His jaw tight. 


INT. ARMORED TRANSPORT - SAME 

Approaching the alley... 

The garbage truck suddenly pulls out, blocking the road. 

The ARMORED TRANSPORT DRIVER slams the brakes, skidding to a 
stop. In the passenger seat, Mcauley sighs. 

MCAULEY 

The hell. 

The driver lays on the HORN. 

MCAULEY 
Move your ass! 


EXT. 3RD STREET - CONTINUOUS 

BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP. Garrett waves from the window. Sorry. He 
pretends to do a really shitty three point turn. Forward. 
Back. Forward. Back. 

Mcauley checks his side mirror - Maddy's vehicle has pulled 
up behind him. 

Two of the Guardians step off the vehicle and start to 
approach the garbage truck. 

Over a LOUD-SPEAKER on the ARMORED TRANSPORT— 

MCAULEY (0.S.) 

MOVE YOUR VEHICLE IMMEDIATELY. 

Connor, hiding around the corner, sees the Guardians getting 
closer... he starts to CHARGE up... coils spreading over his 
body... 
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He steps out and BLASTS— the two Guardians approaching 
Garrett's truck are SURGED and collapse. The ARMORED 
TRANSPORT fizzles and shuts down as well. 


INT. ATV - SAME 

The vehicle is surrounded. Mcauley grabs the radio— 

MCAULEY 

ALPHA 1-5 UNDER ATTACK. 

But the radio's dead. 


EXT. 3RD STREET - CONTINUOUS 

The two GUARDIANS near the side of the transport start to 
reboot. 

GUARDIAN POV: Static cuts in and out. Threat perception is 
slow. 


CONNOR 
They're still on! 


EXT. LINCOLN CITY (DRONE POV) - DAY 

We see a DRONE'S MAP start to blink. It changes direction and 
begins to head towards 3RD STREET. 

DRONE DISPATCH (O.S.) 

Uh— command. Alpha 1-5 has gone 
off the grid. Gonna go check it 

out... 


EXT. 3RD STREET - CONTINUOUS 

Maddy and Freddie jump out of the vehicle and quickly 
approach the shorting Guardians. Maddy burns through the neck 
of one. As another Guardian turns to shoot at her, Freddie 
crushes its head in with a pipe. 

Garrett gets out of the garbage truck. Rhino, Smiley and 
Frowney jump out and take positions, their guns aimed at both 
doors of the Armored Transport. 


Maddy runs up to the ARMORED TRANSPORT and, with her hand, 
slowly BURNS a hole through the back. 
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INT. 3RD STREET - CONTINUOUS 

Freddie pulls out tear gas and tosses it into the back. 

Smoke begins to fill the entire car— 

The back and front doors open. The driver and Mcauley stumble 
out— Garrett and Freddie throw them down and zip tie their 
wrists. 

Kuwabara and Saleh push their way out of the back, COUGHING. 
They fall at the feet of Smiley and Frowney, barrels pointed 
at their heads. 

Maddy burns through the handcuffs holding the suitcases. Once 
released, Smiley and Frowney line up the officers next to 
Mcauley and the Driver, forcing them to their knees. 

KUWABARA 

(nervously) 

Come on man... you got what you 
wanted... just let us go... 

Maddy runs the cases over to Rhino, who puts it in the back 
of his SUV— 

KUWABARA 

I just wanna go home to my family. 

Smiley and Frowney stare blankly at him. 

MADDY 

(to the crew) 

That's it! Let's go. 

Rhino shuts the door to the SUV. Ready to go. POP! POP! POP! 
POP! 

Maddy looks over— Smiley and Frowney have executed the 
officers— 


MADDY 

What the hell— 

Behind Maddy's head- Rhino's Magnum aims point blank— 

CONNOR 

NO— 

BLAM! Maddy's neck snaps back, blood sprays. She crumples to 
the ground. 


Rhino, Smiley and Frownie turn their weapons on the others— 
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BLAM BLAM BLAM! 

Garrett and Connor duck behind the vehicle Maddy was driving. 
Freddie, exposed, is grabbed by Garrett's force and pulled 
behind cover— 


EXT. LINCOLN CITY (DRONE POV) - SAME 

Between all the high-rise buildings, the drone records 
GUNSHOTS, SOUNDWAVE graphics appearing on screen— 

It scans all over the streets but can't see anything— 

DISPATCH (O.S.) 

Shots fired!-- Can't get a visual— 


EXT. 3RD STREET - DAY 

Rhino's clip is emptied. He motions for Smiley and Frownie to 
finish the job. He hops into the SUV that speeds away. 

Garrett stares at Maddy, body still on the ground. But 
bullets still spraying in his direction. 

Fuck it. 

Garrett goes for her, grabbing her by the wrist, it's limp. 
The back of her hair soaked in red. Bullets pop off around 
him as he tries to drag her— 

Freddie grabs Garrett and pulls him back to cover. 

GARRETT 

We can't leave her!— 

Garrett goes for Maddy again but Freddie keeps him firmly 
against the car. He looks at Garrett sincerely and shakes his 
head. She's gone. 

They're pinned down, Smiley and Frowney advancing, pinging 
shots off the car. 

Their clips run out, as they go to reload— 

Freddie steps up, RIPS OFF THE CAR DOOR and uses it as a 
shield, signaling for them to go. 


Garrett pushes Smiley and Frowney, throwing them off balance 
just enough to get them a good start-- 
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Frowney and Smiley SNAP their clips in and start to fire 
again— their bullets bouncing off the sidewalks and 
buildings around the trio running away. 

Then— A DRONE appears from between the buildings, behind the 
two thugs— 


DRONE OPERATOR (O.S.) 

DROP YOUR WEAPONS! 

Smiley and Frowney turn— trying to decide who to shoot— 

TWO GUARDIANS are dropped onto the garbage truck, blowing its 
windows. 

They instantly scan and see the weapons on the THUGS— 

Frowney FIRES repeatedly-- Smiley runs as fast as he can— 
BLAM BLAM— They're both shot— 

DRONE POV: It scans. But can't find anymore threats. Connor, 
Garrett, and Freddie are nowhere to be seen. 

DRONE OPERATOR (O.S.) 

Area clear. 


EXT. 3RD STREET - ALLEY - CONTINUOUS 

Connor books it fast, Garrett and Freddie right behind. 

As they come to safety... Freddie starts to wince. Blood 
spreading across his shirt. He's been shot. 

GARRETT 

Fuck. Get a car! 

Connor goes to the nearest vehicle - a LUXURY SEDAN. TAP TAP 
TAP, electric currents shoot from his finger. 

BEEP BEEP - the vehicle unlocks. The three get in— 

INT/EXT. LUXURY SEDAN - SHORTLY LATER 

Connor's driving the speed limit, trying to not raise 
suspicion. 

Freddie groans in pain. 


COP CARS FLY PAST IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION. 
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GARRETT 

Make a right! Make a right! 

Off the rearview, Connor sees Freddie's shirt soaked in 
blood. 

CONNOR 

He's bleeding bad. 

GARRETT 

We'll drop him at the hospital-- 

Freddie kicks the back of Garrett's seat, shaking his head NO 
through short, painful breaths. 

GARRETT 

Freddie you need to go— 

Freddie shakes his head— 

GARRETT 
You'll bleed out. 

Freddie signs NO . 

CONNOR 

What do you want me to do? 

A beat between them - he's not going to make it. 

GARRETT 

...Keep driving. 


INT. CHANGE ROOM - STRIP CLUB - DAY 

Nia has heavy bags under her eyes, biting her lip, shivering 
from withdrawal. 

She notices one of the bouncers moving quickly. Then Rhino 
passes by carrying the two cases of psyke. 


INT. STRIP CLUB - CONTINUOUS 

Rhino sets the case down on the bar. Sutcliffe opens one up. 
He can't help but grin. 

SUTCLIFFE 
Start cutting it up. 

Nia enters the room, sees who's there and who isn't. 
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NIA 

Where are the others?... 

Sutcliffe takes a vial of psyke from the case then steps 
close to her... 

NIA 

What did you do? 

SUTCLIFFE 

I got a present for you. 

He waves the vial in front of her eyes, then slides it down 
her arm and into her hand. 

SUTCLIFFE 

You know I'd never let anyone hurt 
you. 

He kisses her on the forehead like a child. 

SUTCLIFFE 

You'll always be mine. 

She takes the psyke and walks off... 


INT. BATHROOM - STRIP CLUB - SHORTLY LATER 

Nia bursts into the bathroom and begins THROWING UP in the 
sink. 

She turns on the tap, then scrambles to open the vial of 
psyke, anything to bury the pain. 

She desperately wipes the tears from her eyes so she can drop 
in the psyke, but it all mixes together. 

Nia catches herself in the mirror, psyke running down her 
cheeks, disgusted by what she's done and who she's become... 


EXT. ABANDONED FACTORY - DAY - LATER 

The skyline in the distance. Drones tiny specks over 
downtown. 

We slowly tilt down to find the luxury sedan pulling into the 
abandoned factory. The same place Connor's been training. 


INT. LUXURY SEDAN - SAME 

Connor pulls to a stop... 
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ON FREDDIE, he's dead... 

A beat. Connor and Garrett just sit there... the reality of 
what happened starting to sink in... 

Connor gets out of the car, begins dry heaving... 

INT. ABANDONED FACTORY - NIGHT - LATER 

Flames shoot out of a garbage bin with their coveralls 
burning inside. Connor stares into the fire, full of anger 
and rage. 

Garrett's leaning against the wall, completely defeated. 

CONNOR 

What the fuck just happened? 

Garrett's in a daze. 


GARRETT 
I don't know. 

Connor rushes a surge of electricity wildly off the wall— 
CRACK! 


GARRETT 

Christ. 

Now he has his attention. 

GARRETT 

Marcus fucked us, okay? 

He can't believe it's come to this. 

GARRETT 

All of us. 

Connor steps towards him. 

CONNOR 

I'll tell you what happened. You 
fucked us . You wanted what he had! 
You wanted to be Marcus— 

Garrett gets in his face. 

GARRETT 

That's bullshit. This was your 
plan. Don't you fucking put this on 
me— 
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CONNOR 

He played you Garrett . 

(taps Garrett's head) 

He saw right through you. 

This hits a cord. Garrett backs off. He knows he might be 
right. 

Connor starts walking out, filled with anger. 

GARRETT 

Where are you going? 

CONNOR 

Finish the job. 


INT. BRIEFING ROOM - POLICE HQ - DAY 

Park, Davis, and Cpt. Milltown stare up at a screen 
displaying photos from the crime scene - bullet tags, tire 
marks, Maddy's bloody face and the bodies of four dead 
officers on the pavement. 

Davis is fuming. 


PARK 

(re: the tire tracks) 

-A second car fled with the psyke 
before the Guardians arrived. 

CPT. MILLTOWN 

Can you connect it to Sutcliffe? 
PARK 

Not on paper. 

Davis shakes his head. 

CPT. MILLTOWN 
So what do we know? 

PARK 

This was set up to go wrong. 
Sutcliffe had his own guys popped 
so they'd take the fall and he 
wouldn't have to share— 

DAVIS 

Who cares about who fucked who 
over? Four cops are dead because of 
an electric we should've thrown in 
our trunk and buried out by the 
reservoir. 
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Park and Milltown give him a look. 

DAVIS 

Yeah, I said it, and I mean it. 
They hate us just like we hate 
them. 


PARK 

I don't hate anyone. 

DAVIS 

That's your fuckin' problem. 
Davis walks off on Park... 


INT. LOCKER ROOM - POLICE HQ - LATER THAT DAY 

Park is at his locker getting out of his uniform into his 
civvies. Davis gets changed next to him, shuts his locker 
door, hard. Tension between them. 

Some of the other officers glance over at Park, word's spread 
about letting Connor go. 

Park closes his locker, turns to leave— AN OFFICER bumps 
shoulders as he passes. 

Park doesn't bother with it, he gets the message. 


INT. PARK'S CAR - DAY 

He's driving. The weight of recent events weighing heavily on 
his shoulders. 


OPINION NEWS (O.S.) 

(through radio) 

This is the tipping point. If an 
armored vehicle can't protect our 
officers, what do we do? A power 
ban can't stop a criminal- 

Park pulls up the driveway of a modest town home. 


EXT. TOWNHOME - CONTINUOUS 

Park walks up to the porch. The front door swings open before 
he can knock. OLIVIA (late 30s), a ball of stress and 
anxiety. Looks like she's had a hell of a day. 
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OLIVIA 

(yelling back) 

Lina! Your father's home! 

LINA (O.S.) 

Coming! 

OLIVIA 
(to Park) 

She's been a handful today. Stuff 
falling off the walls, the counter. 
The straightener landed on my foot. 

PARK 

They said it would be bad in the 
beginning. 


OLIVIA 

We need to find some kind of 
therapy or something. We can't 
handle this alone. 

Their conversation is interrupted by LINA (6), their young 
daughter, who is spectacularly cute. 

LINA 

Hi Dad. 

PARK 

Hey sweetie. Ready to go? 

(to Olivia) 

We'll talk later. 


INT. ICE CREAM SHOP - DAY - LATER 

Lina's wide eyed watching the ice cream scoop peel back 
chocolate. 

THE EMPLOYEE packs it into a small cup then hands it to Park. 

Lina reaches up for it— a stack of cups slides off the 
counter. 

Park picks them back up. The Clerk gives Lina a look. 

LINA 

I'm sorry. 

PARK 

It's okay. Come on. 
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EXT. QUAINT STREET - DAY - SHORTLY LATER 

Park holds Lina's hand as they cross the street towards his 
car parked at the side of the road. 

LINA 

I made mommy cry today. 

PARK 

It wasn't your fault. She's just a 
little... 

He searches for the right word. 

PARK 

Overwhelmed right now. 

Park opens the passenger door for Lina, as he does— 

He sees Connor looking at him from the sidewalk . 

Park stares at him for beat, not sure what he's going to do. 

LINA 

Who is that Dad? 

PARK 

Get inside, baby. 

Lina climbs into the passenger seat. Park locks the door 
before closing it, never taking his eye off Connor. 

Connor nods for Park to meet him further down from the car. 
They both walk over where the sidewalk meets a narrow alley— 

Park SLAMS him up against the wall. 

PARK 
(ice cold) 

You really don't want to threaten 
my family. 

Connor's eyes are locked on Lina, who sits in the car staring 
out at him. 

CONNOR 

Your kid's one of us. 

Park flips Connor around and puts his arms behind his back. 

PARK 

I'm taking you in. 

Connor's eyes light up. A quick JOLT forces Park to let go. 
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CONNOR 

You wanted Marcus Sutcliffe? I'm 
here to give him to you. 


INT. BRIEFING ROOM - POLICE HQ - DAY 

Park is standing next to Opt. Milltown, Davis, and other 
officers. They're all looking up at the monitors displaying 
DRONE FEEDS. 


CPT. MILLTOWN 
(into radio) 

D109, punch in. 

FEED 1: high above the strip club. The camera PUNCHES IN to a 
closer image. 

FEED 2: Telephoto lens at the front doors - The bouncers 
guarding the doors. 

FEED 3: Following a car pulling into the lot, driving around 
to the back of the warehouse. 

CPT. MILLTOWN 

Who's your source on this? 

PARK 

Informant connected to the robbery. 

A beat on Davis, realizing. 

DAVIS 

Reed? 

PARK 

He says that Sutcliffe's crew 
boosted the psyke and executed our 
guys. 

On Milltown, thinking. 

PARK 

I believe him. 

CPT. MILLTOWN 
Call in an eight. 

(to Park) 

You better be right. 
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EXT. DRONE LAUNCH PAD - DAY 

Engines fire up. Blades spinning, kicking up dust. Guardians 
mounted underneath come online. 

One by one, drones shoot straight up into the sky. 


EXT. POLICE HQ - SPECIALIZED VEHICLE LOT - DAY 

Officers in full TAC gear carrying assault rifles load into 
the back of a BEARCAT. Park and Davis among them, fully 
geared up. 

As they load in, Davis holds his fist out for Park... 

A look between them, an understanding. Park gives him a hard 
pound. Let's do this. 


EXT. LINCOLN CITY - DAY 

An aerial of the city. SIX DRONES fly into frame. 

DRONE OPERATOR (0.S.) 

D company heading eastbound into 
zone seven, requesting clearance. 

DISPATCH (O.S.) 

Clear for seven. Guardians are 
green for deployment. 

A set of Guardians fan out underneath the drones, ready to be 
dropped. 


EXT. STRIP CLUB - SAME 

Two Bouncers smoking out front... 

From around the corner— SCREECH! 

The BEARCAT speeds fast towards the front door— 

TWO GUARDIANS drop from the sky, right in front of the 
Bouncers— 

Out of the back of the Bearcat-- Park, Davis, and a SWAT crew 
rush out— 

The bouncers raise their hands immediately as the SWAT train 
their guns on them. They are ZIP TIED and pulled away. 
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Up above, six drones move into position around the complex, 
creating a perimeter. 

Park gets into position by grabbing a handle on the back of a 
Breach Guardian. He follows it like a shield as it steps to 
the front door. 

He sets the Guardian into BREACH mode— 


INT. STRIP CLUB - DAY 

Nia's sitting at the bar watching the MUTED TV: The NEWS has 
Garrett and Connor's mugshots up. The words "TELEKINETIC" and 
"ELECTRIC" underneath. 

Rhino and some thugs are scattered throughout the club, 
cutting and repackaging psyke. 

Sutcliffe shoots pool, completely unaware of what's about to 
come through the door... 

As he lines up a shot, he's hit with a coughing fit. 

He snaps his fingers at Nia. She looks over at him. 

SUTCLIFFE 
I need you. 

She stares at him for a beat, a hint of defiance. Rhino 
clocks it and moves towards her, but she slips off the bar 
stool and falls in line. 

She places her hand on Sutcliffe's chest. It starts glowing. 
His coughing settles... as she starts into her own COUGHING 

FIT... 

Then. 

WHOOOM. All the lights of the strip club are cut, just 
emergency lights left on. The healing interrupted. 

SUTCLIFFE 

Someone want to see what the fuck 
is going on— 

CRACK! The sound of the door being breached. FLASHBANGS pop 
off in the club. 

THUGS shield their eyes, pushing over tables and firing 
towards the door. 


Rhino shields Sutcliffe— 
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SUTCLIFFE 
Gimme the psyke! 

A THUG passes a briefcase over to Sutcliffe. He grabs it, 
pulls out a gun, and shoves Nia forward. 

SUTCLIFFE 

Move! 

Amidst the chaos, the three rush to the— 

INT. KITCEN - STRIP CLUB - CONTINUOUS 

Sutcliffe, Rhino, and Nia pass through the kitchen— 

POP.POP.POP.POP! THUGS guarding the rear doors fire at 
whatever's coming in— 

Rhino takes them around to the side— 


INT. TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS 

Rhino leads Sutcliffe and Nia through the underground tunnel. 
Electrical wiring and pipes run along the ceiling. 

We hear the echoing, muffled sounds of gunfire and chaos 
behind them. 


INT. AUTO SHOP - CONTINUOUS 

They come out of a stairwell. 

Rhino, Sutcliffe, and Nia head towards the SUV, parked 
towards the back end of the shop. 

As Sutcliffe walks-- BANG! He is shot and part of his chest 
explodes with an exit wound. He falls to the ground— 

REVEAL: Garrett standing behind them. They've set up an 
ambush. 

Rhino turns and walks towards him— Garrett unloads HALF A 
CLIP at Rhino, hitting him in the chest. But Rhino doesn't 
stop. Picking up speed, charging Garrett— 

Just before Rhino hits him— Garrett pushes his hand out. 
STOPPING RHINO WHERE HE IS. 

ON SUTCLIFFE - he struggling to breathe, he reaches towards 
Nia's feet— 
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SUTCLIFFE 

Nia... Fix... it... 

Nia looks down at him and steps back. 

ON RHINO - trying to push further towards Garrett, who still 
holds him— 


GARRETT 

Go! 

Connor, coming out from the back room, CRACKS Rhino with a 
lightning strike, knocking him back. But barely damaging him. 
A charred black mark left on Rhino's chest. 

Pissed off. Rhino charges Connor and SLAMS him against a 
table. 

ON SUTCLIFFE - he grabs Nia's feet. Angry. She continues 
backing away. 


SUTCLIFFE 
Fix... me— 

He heaves and pulls a gun out from his pants— aiming it at 
Nia. 

ON GARRETT - as he unloads more bullets into Rhino's back. It 
does nothing. 

Rhino continues to CHOKE Connor as Connor shocks him 
continuously. Not having any effect. 

Garrett grabs a HAMMER from a tool table nearby and SLAMS it 
against Rhino's back. 

Rhino shoves him back with his shoulder, knocking Garrett 
against the table. 

A beat. Garrett sees a METAL SCREWDRIVER. 

He grabs it. Runs forward. And turns Rhino's head ever so 
slightly to JAM the SCREWDRIVER into Rhino's eye. 

Rhino releases Connor, stepping back. Stumbling. 

Connor stands up, he looks at Rhino. Electric currents run 
through his fingers and then— 

CRACK! It connects with the metal screwdriver— Rhino's brain 
is instantly fried. He falls over. His eyes frozen wide, 
mouth open, mid scream. 
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Connor and Garrett turn to Sutcliffe, who struggles to 
breathe, almost dead. 

He still has the gun on Nia. 

SUTCLIFFE 

Do... it... or I'll... kill you. 

Nia walks over to Sutcliffe, kneeling by his side... 

But instead of healing him, she takes the gun from his hand. 
He doesn't have the strength to stop it. 

She stands over Sutcliffe, watching him fight for his last 
few breaths. 

Garrett steps up and grips his throat with his power, 
speeding up the process of death. 

Sutcliffe struggles to breath, wheezing with each inhale... 
afraid. 

He turns red. Then purple. 

GARRETT 

For Freddie and Maddy. 

Garrett clenches his fist, crushing Sutcliffe's windpipe. 
Sutcliffe's legs twitch, then go stiff. 

Garrett stares down at him for a beat. Then picks up the case 
of psyke. This is what he's always wanted. 

Nia looks up at Connor and Garrett. A moment of uncertainty. 
What will happen now? 

She looks at the gun in her hand, before she can think to use 
it— 

Garrett pulls the gun out of her hand and into his. 

GARRETT 
(to Connor) 

You need to get going. 

Connor nods. He turns to Nia. 

CONNOR 

I don't want to hurt you. Just heal 
my mom, then you're free. 
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NIA 

Connor... That's not how my power 
works. 


CONNOR 
What do you mean? 

She pulls up her sleeve. There is one very fresh cut among 
marks and other skin damage. 

NIA 

I take on what I heal. 

Connor looks at the scar on his own arm, it's in the exact 
same spot . 

Nia's eyes well up... 

NIA 

Please. Don't make me do this... 

A beat between Connor and Nia, he wasn't prepared for this. 


GARRETT 

Fuck this. 

Garrett goes up to Connor, handing him the GUN. He then grabs 
Connor by the head, forcing him to look into his eyes. 

GARRETT 

Remember what you came here for. 

He holds until Connor nods, pulls him in for a hug, then 
heads out the back door... 

Connor looks over at Nia, a darkness in his eyes we haven't 
seen before. 


CONNOR 

Let's go. 

Nia almost takes a step away and Connor grabs her by the arm. 

CONNOR 

You're doing what you promised. 


INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT - LATER 

Connor enters the hospital looking away from the cameras. 
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He has one hand holding the gun tucked under his shirt, the 
other has a firm grip on Nia's arm, keeping her close behind 
him. 

We stay close on the two of them as they move through a set 
of double doors to the 


INT. ICU WING - HOSPITAL - CONTINUOUS 

Two nurses notice them, Connor avoids eye contact... 

Turning the corner, he pulls Nia down the long hall- she 
winces. 

But Connor still doesn't trust her. 

He quickens his pace, focused on the room ahead. Determined 
to make it there whatever the cost. 

Finally, they reach it. Connor checks behind him before 
forcing Nia inside. 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Connor closes the door behind them. 

The noise of the hospital suddenly gone. Just the faint sound 
of breathing tubes and the beeping of a heart monitor. 

Mary's laying there in a coma, not far from death. 

Nia looks back at Connor, her eyes pleading. He has the gun 
out from under his shirt. His dark eyes threatening her to 
make a move. 


CONNOR 

Don't make this harder than it has 
to be. Please. 

Nia realizes there's no way out for her. Connor isn't who she 
thought he was. 

She approaches the bed, tears biting at here eyes. 

Connor follows, watching over her closely... 

Nia places one hand on Mary's forehead, the other over her 
heart. 


NIA 

She's beautiful. 
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Connor looks at his mother. A hint of his eyes softening, a 
crack in his armor. 

Nia closing her eyes. She's ready... 

Then, a faint glow builds from within her hands... 

It grows brighter, shining through the pores of her skin... 

Running up her arms and through her neck... 

The light extends into Mary, shining through the skin so 
bright it appears as if they're bonded by it... 

Nia winces as pain. As the bond strengthens she begins to 
shake. 

Connor moves closer, he sees the pain it's causing Nia... 

He looks at Mary receiving this treatment. She's helpless to 
stop it. 

The light is so bright now it's hard to look at, filling the 
room— 

Nia makes a face of what can only be described as pure pain, 
as if she were being compressed in a pressure chamber... 

Connor sees it. This is wrong . 

CONNOR 
(quietly) 

Stop. 

But Nia is consumed by the process— He puts the gun down. 

CONNOR 

(pulling her away) 

STOP. 

In an instant, the connection is broken— the light sucks 
back into Nia. 

She stumbles-- Connor catching her... 

Nia opens her eyes, surprised to see him. Realizing what he's 
done. 

Connor helps Nia into a chair. She's still shaking in pain. 
Mary's head moves slightly... 

Her eyes crack open. 
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CONNOR 

Mom... 

MARY 

(barely audible) 

Connor? 

Connor holds her hand, sitting close. Tears filling his eyes. 

CONNOR 

I'm here... I'm okay. 

He puts his head down to her hands. 

She gently caresses the back of his head... 

Then her eyes fall shut again. 

He knows it's the last time she'll ever open them... 

In that moment, Connor breaks down - everything he's been 
fighting, everything he's done to get here... 

He's finally ready to let go. 

He looks up at Nia, who's sobbing now. 


INT. AUTO SHOP - NIGHT 

Flashlights cut through the dark. Park, Davis, and other 
officers searching the shop. 

Park's flashlight lands on Sutcliffe and Rhino. 

PARK 

Got bodies. 

Park walks up and shines the light on Sutcliffe's face. 

DAVIS 
(walks up) 

There's one less piece of shit we 
need to worry about. 

Park shakes his head. 

DAVIS (cont'd) 

Pretty soon it'll be open season on 
all these assholes. 

OFF PARK, hoping that Davis is wrong but scared that he's 
right... 
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EXT. ROOFTOP - ABANDONED FACTORY - NIGHT 

Garrett's sitting on the roof top. He cracks open the case. 
VIALS OF PURE PSYKE sit firmly in the foam padding. 

He closes the lid. Then sits back on a vent, Sutcliffe's gun 
dangling from his other hand. 

He looks out at the city with eyes full of ambition. A slight 
smile forming on his face. 

From behind - a silhouette against the bright Lincoln 
skyline. 


INT. CHEVY S10/EXT. POLICE HQ - NIGHT 

Connor and Nia driving. Both in a daze. Exhausted, worn 

out.. . 

Connor pulls over to the side of the road... through the 
windshield - the police station . 

CONNOR 

There's a full tank. Should get you 
wherever you want to go... 


A beat. 


NIA 

What about you? 

CONNOR 

I'm going inside... set this right. 

She nods and looks away, unsure how she feels. 

He considers the police station one last time, beating 
himself up. He rubs his temples, can't think straight. 

NIA 

I was wrong about you... 

Connor looks up. What? 

NIA 

You're not like the rest of 
Lincoln. 

(looks at Connor) 

Your mom would be proud. 


He nods. That means a lot. 
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CONNOR 

I'm sorry for what I did to you. 

(sincerely) 

Good luck... 

Connor opens the door— 

NIA 

Wait. 

He stops, looks back at her- 

NIA 

Come with me... There's nothing 
here for you anymore. 

Connor looks at her, realizing- 

CONNOR 

You're serious. 

NIA 

Yeah. Fuck Lincoln City. 

Connor can't help but laugh. 

She holds his gaze sincerely... 

CONNOR 

Okay. 

Connor starts the truck. 

One last look between them, this is really happening ... 

CONNOR 

Okay. 


EXT. LINCOLN CITY STREETS - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 

The rusted Chevy makes a U-turn, driving away from the 
station. We hold back and watch as the truck disappears down 
the long dark road. 

Away from the sirens, still wailing through the downtown 
core. 

Away from the drones, streaking back and forth across the 
skyline. 

Away from Lincoln City. 


FADE TO BLACK. 
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THE END 


Credits roll out... 
And then. 


EXT. CHERRY STREET PIER - SUNSET 

Cumbo stands next to an SUV at the docks smoking a cigarette. 
The whole skyline visible on the other side of the water. 

Garrett walks up to him, a duffle bag of cash in his hand. He 
hands it to Cumbo. 

GARRETT 

That's double what Marcus owed. I 
hope we're straight. 

Cumbo feels the weight. It's not light. 

CUMBO 

The Trust appreciates your 
generosity. 

Cumbo flicks his cigarette, turning to the car— 

GARRETT 

Look. There's still business to be 
done. Cops have everyone on their 
heels right now. Demand for psyke 
is higher than ever. 

CUMBO 

The Trust is done with Marcus's 
operation— 

GARRETT 

I'm not Marcus. 

He lets that land. 


GARRETT (CONT'D) 

Get me some kicks. Let me prove to 
the trust what I can do. Nobody in 
Lincoln can run psyke like me. 

Cumbo looks him in the eye, searching for any doubt... 

CUMBO 

Five kicks to start. We'll re¬ 
evaluate your position once payment 
has been made... 

(MORE) 
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CUMBO (cont'd) 

I don't need to remind you what 
happens if it isn't. 

Garrett nods. 


CUMBO (CONT'D) 
(before he leaves) 

One final request... 

GARRETT 

Name it. 

CUMBO 

The healer... where is she? 
Off Garrett... 


SMASH TO BLACK. 



